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What kind of terrible place was it 
~ Where no love was allowed to exist? 
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WE NEVER 
HAD A CHANCE. 


‘We weren't wild and sinful, 
but nobody believed us’ 
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FREE Suit for You! 





Money-Making SAMPLE CASE 
WHICH IS YOURS ABSOLUTELY 


Here’s What You Get FREE! 


e Sample case and over 100 actual 
fabric samples 

@ Big beautiful full-color display of 
all styles 

e@ Easy measuring instructions and 
equipment 

e Money-making plans and FREE 
SUIT as extra reward 


his handsome professional-looking 
mple Case contains everything you 








ed to start earning good money right 
the bat. You can start out in spare 
urs—during lunchtime, on week- 
i d after work—and you can earn 
to $30.00 in a day. All over America 
ire adding money to their regular 





STONE- FIELD CORP 


Why pay money for 
ply show your friends, 


quality fabrics 


orders in 


news, too 
away. 


or ever, 


wages in this very pleasant way. You 
don’ t need any previous experience or 
any tailoring knowledge. Our fool-proof 
system of taking measures is easy to 
follow. You’ll find all measuring equip- 
ment and simple instructions right in 
the Sample Case. 

The Case is just jam-packed full of 
more than 100 actual fabrics for suits 
and top-coats, a big full-color style dis- 
play of over 50 of the last-minute styles 
in made-to-measure clothing. You can 
start at once after those fine cash earn- 
ings and your FREE SUIT! 

Remember you DON’T SEND A PENNY 
—now or ever! If you’re over 25 years 
old, this big valuable Tailoring Outfit 
is yours just for the asking—ABSO- 
LUTELY FREE! Make sure you get 
yours—fill out the coupon at the right 
—AND MAIL THE COUPON TODAY! 


532 S. THROOP ST. 
e Dept. L-964, CHICAGO 7, ILL. 





Take Only 9 Orders for Quality Made-to-Measure Tailoring! 
Do It in 30 Days or Less, Collect and Keep 


BIG ADVANCE CASH COMMISSION! 


When Suits Are Delivered, We'll Send YOU This 
Fine Made-to-Measure Suit ABSOLUTELY FREE! 





neighbors, 
to-measure suits and topcoats and take their orders. 
wear made-to-measure clothing and when they see the more-than-100 high 
and the full-color illustrations of all the up-to-the-minute 
styles—and when they learn the low prices for 
ity—you’ll take orders right and left. 
and KEEP A BIG, GENEROUS CASH COMMISSION. And by taking only 5 
30 days or less, you not only pocket the big commissions, but 
we will send you a suit for yourself of your own choice and made to 
your personal measure—ABSOLUTELY FREE as an EXTRA REWARD 
—when the suits are delivered to your customers! Here’s more good 
YOU DON’T NEED ANY MONEY to get started right 
We send you everything you need to start earning good mones 
and FREE SUITS—and it’s all yours FREE! SEND NO MONEY, now 
to get the valuable Tailoring Outfit described below. Just 





Nothing to Buy! You Invest NO CASH— ever! 


a suit when you can get one FREE in this easy way! Sim. 
fellow-workers our great line of made. 
Most men prefer to 


made-to-measure fit and qua 


MAIL THE COUPON TODAY! 


Make up to $30.00 in a Day with this Valuable 


pecs! 


STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. L-964 

532 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 

Please rush FREE the big valuable Sample Case 
filled with actual fabrics, style display and every- 
thing I need to start after my first profits and 4 
FREE SUIT. 
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At the time you take orders you collect 
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AN INVITATION TO ALL READERS OF THIS MAGAZINE 





1. 
2. 


5150.00 


SECOND PRIZE 


HOW TO SOLVE THIS 
OFFICIAL at 


First identify the object shown be 
Enter the name of this object Nl in the 


le frame. 
hen select other words from os sage Word list 
to complete a solution to this le. Three 
and three wards 8 must 


jetters used and you've 
this Official Puzzie. The idea is 
score possible. 


$50.00 


THIRD PRIZE 


YES, YOU ENTER FREE! — AND THERE ARE NO JINGLES TO COMPOSE, NO STATEMENTS TO WRITE! 


HERE IT iS—the NEW Molle Quickie Contest—it’s FAST, it’s FAIR, it's FUN, and it 
costs you nothing to enter. No wonder the Quickie Contest has, almost overnight, 
become America’s favorite puzzle game for the entire family! Study the Sample 
Puzzle at right—there are NO Tricks, NO Catches—this is a contest based on 
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3°1500.0 


HIGH SCORE FOR THIS PUZZLE 
WILL BE MAILED TO EACH ENTRANT 


4th through 20th PRIZES, each $5. 50 
21st through 100th PRIZES, each $1.00 


wile ot bate. Shad b yous no Git See 
ras eit oom i casa 
FUN enough? Don't delay—Act today! Think 


EASY RULES 


2. PRIZES. The highest scoring contestants, in accordance with 
the official rules, will win the prizes, which will be awarded in 
order of relative scoring rank. 


0 


WHO MAY NOT ENTER. This contest is closed to ~~ 
agents, by om and others connected with this contest, 

who has won over $500 in a single ja aed Ge 
entering this contest. 


and 
5. DATES. Entries must be postmarked not later than 
1959. Everyone in the family may enter—but only one 
must a 


panied by a stamped, self-addressed envelope may be disqualified! 
You may draw by hand a copy of the Free Entry Coupon and use 
it to enter. The right is reserved 
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ca | 3. 0) I enclose a stamped, self-addressed envelope. 


MAIL TO: QUICKIE CONTEST Dept. 30 


Bex 430, Grend Central Stetion, New York 17, N. Y. 
Y Entries NOT accompanied by a stamped soll-addremed envelope may be diequalifed! 


MY TOTAL SCORE | 
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(PRINT NAME CLEARLY) 


. Sy Nene... 


3. 0 I enclose a stamped, self-addressed envelope. 


MAK TO: QUICKIE CONTEST Dept. 30 
Bex 430, Grond Centre! Station, New Yerk 17, N. Y. 


1 Entries NOT sccompanied by a stamped sell-addremed envelope may be dicqualiied! 
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Brushless 


SHAVE 
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LIKE 
TAMPAX! 


Helps me stay dainty—feel dainty! Lets 
me bathe in tub or shower—as though 
there were no difference in days of the 
month! 

[ampax completely protects—without 
pads, without belts, without pins, with- 
out odor! It’s so much nicer than any 
other protection. Nicer to use, nicer to 

hange, nicer to dispose of! 

Why don’t you try it? Once you do, 
you'll never want to use anything else. 
[ampax® internal sanitary pro- 
tection is available wherever drug 
products are sold. Comes in three 

bsorbencies (Regular, Super, 
Junior).. Made only by Tampax 
De wide. Palmer, Massachusetts. 





Incor- 







Invented by a doctor— 
now used by millions of women 


FREDA DE KNIGHT 


Home Service Director 
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Enjoy TAN Stories 

I have just finished reading the wonderful 
story, “Gang Leader’s Girl.” The story was 
very, very good. I have been buying TAN 

ine for a long time, and would appreci- 
ate it very much if you print more stories like 
“Gang Leader’s Girl.” 

Keep up the good work, and may God bless 
and keep the whole staff, for without their 
help, TAN wouldn’t be what it is—a very won- 
derful, good magazine. 

Miss Yolanda Weaver 
Chicago, Ill. 


I have been attracted to reading TAN lately, 
and think it is one of the greatest coloured 
magazines, which I look forward to monthly. 
I have just read “Any Man’s Woman,” and 
think it is one of the best stories ever printed. 
I liked it very much. It was a very touching 
story, and I hope other readers did enjoy it 
as I did. 

So, keep up the good work. With kindest 
regards. 


P.A.N. Nurse B. Campbell 
Isleworth, London, England 


I really get a thrill reading in your TAN 

ine in my spare time. I think the story, 

“Not The Marrying Kind,” was the most. I 

must add that I hope you will print more 

stories about our young gentlemen. I think 

the man in this story was very understanding. 

I have already passed TAN on to several 
new readers. Keep up the good work 

Mrs. Robert Solice 

Trenton, N. J. 


Good Advice From TAN 


I read your wonderful magazine as often as 
it is published. I feel that your publications 
may prevent other persons, young and old 

¢, from making the same mistakes that so 
many other unfortunates have made. I, too, feel 
that I could offer some true stories to your 
magazine and hope that someone might profit 


it. 
Mrs. Mary M. Nelson 
Trenton, N. J. 


I am 18 and I’ve been reading TAN for 

many years. Through reading them, I have, 

many worthwhile things. Keep up the 

good work. I know it will help many other 
girls and boys to stay out of trouble. 

Ernestine Paschal 

Knoxville, Tenn. 
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dressing. So | always get ‘Vaseline’ 
Petroleum Jelly in the Blue Seal 

package ithe: kind that doctors 
recommend. That way I’m sure ie 
it's pure!” = tee 






Vaseline 


TRADE MARK ® 


PETROLEUM JELLY 


VASELINE 1s A REGISTERED TRADEMARK OF CHESEBROUGH-POND'S INC. 
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1 enjoy TAN very much and would like for 
my name to be printed in your Pen Pal 
column, | am not lonely, but would like to get 
acquainted with people in other parts of the 
world and the United States. I would like to 
correspond with people of all ages (teens 
preferably). My interests are sketching and 
dancing. | like rock ‘n’ roll, but enjoy 
other kinds of music. 1 am 14, 5’34%4”, weigh 
120 lbs., eyes dark brown, hair black. 
Bobbie McLaurin 
2413 Prospect Ave. 
Gary, Ind. 


| was a regular TAN fan when I was sta- 
tioned stateside but here in Dhahran, Saudi, 
Arabia, TAN magazines are not sold. Would 
it be asking too much if you printed my name 
in your Pen Pals section of TAN in the near 
future ? 

1 am 27 years of age, 6'%” tall, medium 
brown complexion, black hair, brown eyes, 
Negro. This is my second foreign tour, so | 
promise to make my letters as interesting as 
possible to those who write me. 

My hobbies include music, movies, books 
and cartooning. | would like to hear from 
ladies 23-29 who enjoy writing letters, and who 
would be interested in the ways of life and 
customs of people in distant countries. I wel- 
letters from America or any other 


countries. 
S/Sgt. John Clary, Jr. AF 13438971 
1949 AACSRON (MATS) 
APO 616 
New York, N. Y. 


come 


Will you please accept me as a Pen Pal 
member? It would be so nice if you would. 
I’m a constant reader of TAN and EBONY, 
and enjoy them very much. I’m a happily 
married young woman 25 years old, and would 
like to hear from girls and women of all ages. 
in all parts of the world. I’m not really lonely. 
but just like people so well. Some of my 
hobbies are writing letters, reading, cooking 
and all sports. I also like music of all types. 

Mrs. Fannie Reese 
1509 Ruth Ave. 
Cincinnati 7, Ohio 


| am a regular reader of your magazine, and 

would like to correspond with an attractive 

colored girl. 1 am 23 years old, 6'2”, 160 Ibs., 

fair hair, blue-grey eyes. I am an abstract 

artist, who one day hopes to be famous. My 

interests in life are general. I have a good 
sense of humor and well-being. 

Gerard O’Sullivan 

No. 4 Kingswood Ave. 

London, N.W. 6, Eng. 


! am a member of the United States Air 
Force, presently stationed at Thule Air Base, 
Greenland, which is known as the top of the 
world. | am a constant reader of TAN maga- 
zine, which I enjoy very much. I look forward 
to receiving your magazine monthly. 

| would appreciate it very much if you 
would publish my name in your Pen Pal sec- 
tion. I would like to correspond with females 
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PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 


ranging from the ages of 17 to 21, regardless 
of race, color, or creed. 1 am 6’, my weight is 
170 Ibs. I have black hair, and brown eyes, 
and light complexion. I am 21 years of age. 
A few of my interests are roller skating, basket- 
ball and dancing. I am a great admirer of 
rock ‘n’ roll. Among my favorite artists are 
the Chantels, Bobby Day, and the Cadillacs. 

All letters will be answered promptly, I will 
gladly exchange photos. 

James M. Jones 
4083D Transron 
APO 23, Box 232 
New York, N. Y. 


Where are all the handsome, eligible young 
men of today hiding? I’ve been around 24 years 
and so far a Prince Charming has yet to come 


my way. 

I'm 54”, weigh 126 lbs., don’t smoke or 
drink, have a pleasing personality and am con- 
sidered very attractive (a la Dorothy Dand- 
ridge) so my friends have told me. I love all 
sports, dancing, modern jazz, reading and of 
course writing letters. 

So all you unattached men out there who are 
handsome, 6 feet or over and between the ages 
of 26 and 37, please help save a lonely miss 
from the depths of despair by writing. 

Miss E. Earle 
% N. J. Baldwin 
4330 Grey Street 
Detroit 15, Mich. 


Having so much interest in corresponding 
with Negroes from the U.S.A., | wish to sub- 
mit my name and address to you for publica- 
tion in the Pen Pal column of TAN Magazine. 
I’m 21, and a young Ghanaian. 

I would be most grateful if my request may 
be granted as early as feasible. 

Joseph Ofosu Hodgson 

Yo Royal Exchange Assurance 
Ghana House, 

P.O. Box 50 

Accra, Ghana 

West Africa 


1 am one of your TAN Magazine readers in 
Baghdad (Iraq). I wish to have my name 
appear in your Pen Pal columns. | am a 
mechanical engineer, graduated from England. 
My age, 30 years old. 1 would like to marry a 
nice Negro girl with good education, and to 
live with me in Baghdad. I am very interested 
in Negro history, reading and dance. 

Rashid H. Alany 
Baghdad Technical School 
Baghdad, Iraq 


I’m most interested in becoming a member 
of your Pen Pal club. I’m 15 years of age, 
medium brown complexion, long black hair, 
brown eyes, height 5’3”. I like sports, music, 
and writing. I would like to correspond with 
boys and girls from about 15-19. I will ex- 
change photos and answer all letters, from 
colored or white. 

Glenda Davis 


2712 Waterloo Ave. 
Detroit 7, Mich. 


letters coming—the more the merrier!) 





I have been a reader of your magazine for 
quite a while, and enjoy it very much. I only 
wish now that you add my name to your Pen 
Pal column. 

I am 19 years old, 6’ tall, weigh 175 hs, 
| have medium brown complexion. My hobbies 
are football and baseball, and all kinds of 
music. | am stationed at Fort Jackson and 
work at the Quartermaster bakery. 

Pvt. Burnell Johnson, 
RA 13637814 

Det. C, USA GAR 
Fort Jackson, S.C. 


1 am a constant reader of TAN Magazine 
and think it’s wonderful. I am a Jamaican girl, 
17 years old, 5’6”, weigh 123 lbs, and I have 
a fair complexion. I would appreciate it if 
you would publish my name in your Pen Pal 
section, because I would like to correspond 
pour from everywhere, especially in the 
J.S.A. 

My hobbies are dancing, swimming, col- 
lecting photos and records. I will answer all 
letters and will exchange photos. 

Beverly Dunbar 
23 Carlisle Ave. 
Constant Sp. P.O. 
Jamaica, B.W.1. 


1 am a new reader of TAN and think that 
it’s the most. I would sincerely thank you if 
you would please be so kind as to publish my 
name in your Pen Pal column. I am a very 
lonely girl and would like very much to 
become a member of your Pen Pal club. | 
would like to correspond with Pen Pals be. 
tween the ages of 23 to 29. I am 20 years old. 
My complexion is brown. I am 5’8” and wei 
130 lbs. I have brown eyes, long black hair. 

Eunice Ann Jones 
P.O. Box 235 
South Fallsburg, N.Y. 


Would appreciate very much if you would 
include my name in your Pen Pal section. | 
am working in the resort region, and it is very 
lonely since the season has closed. Will answer 
all letters from male or female. I love to 
correspond with people. 

I have been a fan of TAN for quite some 


time. 
Toni Pickens 
Pine View Hote! 
Fallsburg, N. Y. 


1 am an ardent reader of TAN Magazine 
and would sincerely like to be included i 
your Pen Pal column. I am a West I 
living in England. I am 22 years old, have 4 
dark complexion, dark brown eyes and 
hair. I am 5’4” tall, and weigh 195 lbs. | 
would like to correspond with girls from 18 
to 26. My hobbies are reading, writing, danc- 
ing and music of all kinds. I promise to a0 
swer all letters, and will exchange photos. 


Thank you. ‘ 
Lawrence H. King 
100 Hawksley Road 
Stoke Newington 
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By EVE LYNNE 


EAR EVE, 

I am a young widow, 37. My 
husband passed away two years ago and 
left me with a lovely home and a very 
good income. We didn’t have any chil- 
dren and I have been so lonely. Re- 
cently I met Sam, who is 26, and we fell 
desperately in love. The only thing is, 
Sam is married. He says age makes no 
difference when two people are in love 
and he also wants to divorce his wife 
and marry me for he’s always wanted a 
home. Do you suppose I could make 
him happy? 

Lonesome Lya 
Dear Lonesome Lya: 

There’s no doubt about it, as long as 
you have cash for his trash. A 26-year- 
old orphan looking for a home is to be 
suspected. Wake up Girlie, this is the 
space age. Send marrying Sam home to 
the little woman. Find someone closer 
to you in age, but be sure and look at his 
bank book before you let him see yours. 


Dear Miss Lynn, 

My wife is a very nice person but 
she’s a tyrant. She belittles me in front 
of her relatives and also in front of our 
friends. I am always the butt of her 
jokes. 

She doesn’t allow me to even smoke 
or drink in the house at all except when 
her brothers come over to visit us. Then 
she sends me out to buy it for them and 
I can have a small amount, but [ still 
can’t smoke in the house while her 
brothers puff all over the place. I’m get- 
ting fed up. 

Unhappy Husband 
My V ery Dear Man, 

Gee! I didn’t know there were any- 

more like you this side of Heaven. Me- 


thinks the little woman sounds a bit car- 
ried away, but after all let’s put the 
blame where it belongs: squarely on 


your shoulders. My friend, you should 


have stood up to her long ago, but since 


you didn’t there’s no better time than 


now. She'll love you for it... 


Dear Miss Lynn, 

I don’t know what to do. Two years 
ago I had a child out of wedlock, and 
when I told the father-to-be that I was 
expecting, he immediately married an- 
other girl, a doctor’s daughter. 

My problem is this—now he says he 
loves me and he can’t live without me, 
and that his marriage should make no 
difference in our relationship. I still 
care for him. Please help me. 

Miss Mistake 
Dear Miss Mistake, 

So he loves you and can’t live without 
you but he’s married to her and he lives 
with her. 

Ask your mother if she dropped you 
on your head when you were a baby. If 
you even consider entering a romantic 
alliance with this cad remember this: 
he made his choice two years ago. See 
that he sticks to it. Miss Mistake, don’t 


make the same mistake again, pleeze. 


Dear Eve, 

I am 17 years of age and treated like 
a child by my folk for this reason. It’s 
all my brother’s fault. 

Two years ago, he had to stop school 
to marry a high school girl. He was a 
brilliant student and my parents had 
high hopes for him. Their hopes were 
dashed for he had to get a job and sup- 
port his wife and child. This is my prob- 
lem, Eve: I have a very nice girl friend. 
Her family is very nice. We have parties 
at their house and sometimes stay late. 
Her folk are always there, but my broth- 
er says she’s too fast and I will have to 
marry as he did. Now Mom and Dad, 
at his urging are singing the same tune 
and believe me, the three of them make 
a horrible nagging trio. 

Mr. Miserable 
Dear Mr. Miserable, 

Sounds as if big brother is jealous of 
your freedom with the girls, and wants 
you to pay for his mistake. Don’t. Big 
Brother just has to be made to mind his 
own business. Try and make your par- 
ents see this; reason with them instead 
of getting angry. Their fears are to be 
understood. 










Got a cold 
at your house? 
























































Your family needs 


Scott's Emulsion 


..cthe cod liver oil tonic 


Helps get rid of the.colds 
they have —builds 
them up against new ones 


Now, you and your children can get 
those same cod liver oil benefits your 
mother put such faith in, without the 
old cod liver oil taste. 

New Scott’s Emulsion is rich in cod 
liver oil, one of the finest sources of 
natural A and D vitamins. You need 
these vitamins and the other ingredients 
in Scott’s Emulsion to fight off the cold 
you have now—and to help protect you 
from catching new ones. And Scott’s 
Emulsion is homogenized, so its full 
benefits start to work right away. 

Winterize your body 
against colds. Get 














T clutched my arms against my body, as if 
to smother the tiny flame of life inside. 
But that did not make the fact any less so. 








tl 


What forces moved me to commit such a sin—loneliness, 


my own heart, or the man I loved much too much and 


trusted much too far? 


HE FIRST, STRANGE GENTLE 
stirring inside me was like a suddenly 
lighted match, kindling both despair and 
| hope. I had thrown off the first warning 
“signs, fought back the mounting realiza- 
tion, until at last doubt gave way to 
' bitter truth. 
| Iclutched my arms against my body, 
as if to smother the tiny flame of life 
' inside. “No! No! No!” I heard my 

- anguished voice whisper hoarsely in the 
| silent room. But straining arms could 
' not crush out the flame, nor could a 
» despairing plea make the fact any less so. 
’ With panic mounting inside me, | 
» matched at the telephone. As my fin- 
_ gers lashed out for the dial, I wondered 
what I would say to Jack: “Congratula- 
tions, you’re going to be a father,” or 
“Guess what | just found out?” 

No, I couldn’t be frivolous about it. 
But I couldn’t be hysterical either. We 
_ would have to discuss it calmly, quietly, 
_ tealistically. I placed the telephone back 
| onthe stand. There was no need to do it 
now. He would be by this evening as 


usual, and I could use the day to think 
things out. I could plan just what to say 
and how to say it. 

Again I picked up the telephone and 
dialed the office where I worked as a 
secretary. “Tell Mr. Berry I don’t feel 
well today and that I’m going to see a 
doctor,” I explained to Eleanor, the 
switchboard operator. “I guess I’ve got 
that virus that’s going around.” 

Eleanor gave me some advice about 
fruit juice and aspirin and getting plen- 
ty of rest and then we hung up. I went 
over to the bed and lay down, thoughts 
whirling in my brain. I didn’t have any 
family to face—thank God for that. 
Mother had died four years ago, and 
when father remarried two years later, 
I had left home to go out on my own. 
A new city, a new life—it had all sound- 
ed so exciting at first. And, I suppose it 
was. It was fun holding down a job, 
making my own living, renting my own 
small furnished apartment, meeting peo- 
ple—married ones mostly. But after a 
while the excitement began to fade, and 


I faced the growing shadow of loneliness 
that had begun to form with Mother’s 
death and had increased when my father 
began a new life for himself. 

In the city I belonged to no one. In 
the office, of course, I had friends: mar- 
ried fellows who flirted and girls whom 
I ate lunch with or occasionally went to 
a movie with. But often there came a 
time when two was company and three 
a crowd, and I had to re-enter my own 
lonely night world, not to become alive 
again for anybody else until morning. 

And then I met Jack. We were seated 
next to each other at the counter of a 
little restaurant and while fumbling with 
some packages I had picked up in a 
store, I knocked over my coffee, spilling 
some on him. 

I apologized and he was kind about it, 
so we talked while we ate and at last 
he suggested I pay for my clumsiness by 
taking in a movie with him. It had 
started as simple as that. Jack was an 
out-of-towner, too. We were just two 
lonely people in the city, each looking 
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I never questioned whether 
Jack would marry me; he 
just had to get used to the idea 


for somebody tu spend lonely evenings 
with. 

Now it wasn’t simple anymore To 
gether we had explored the «ity—and 
love. We were gay that night because 
it was a gay time—New Year’s. I did 
not want the evening to end, nor to lose 
the warmth and comfort of Jack beside 
me. I knew I should not have let him 
linger so long in my apartment after we 
came in from our date, but I could not 
fight off my own longing nor Jack's 
honeyed words of love and soft caresses, 
] gave in easily, willingly, with only a 
twinge of guilt... 


HAMEFULLY I had faced the dawn’s 

early light, and vowed it would ney- 

er happen again; a vow I had kept—al. 

though now I realized it was a vow made 
too late. 

No, not really too late. There was a 
near-perfect answer: marriage. Jack and 
I hadn’t discussed marriage, but we had 
talked of love. Was not one the natural 
result of the other? Certainly Jack 
would want to marry me now. 

But if Jack was overwhelmed with joy 
at the prospect of marriage to me, his 
face did not show it when I broke the N 


news to him when he came by that night. 





“T just don’t understand it,” he said, bu 
dumbfounded, for the third time. “There me 
was just that one—” fir 

“Once is all it takes,” | reminded him be 
grimly. ar 

“Have you seen a doctor yet?” he D 
asked. ol 

“No,” I replied, “but I’m afraid that’s 
only a formality. it 

“Well, let’s not get panicky until we fe 
know for sure,” he said with a heavy n 
sigh. st 

I studied his face carefully. “I’m not 0 
panicky,” I said. v 


That weekend I saw a doctor. “It’s 
official,” I told Jack later, trying to 
sound light about it. 

But Jack was anything but light about 
it. His whole body seemed to sag and 
he looked years older. “I know what 
you're thinking,” he said finally. “Just 
give me a little while to think it over.” 

He took plenty of time to think it over { 
—three weeks. Three long weeks while | 
I thought about (Continued on Page 58) 
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On The Reco 


WPORT °58/ DINAH WASHINGTON, TERRY GIBBS, MAX ROACH, 

DON ELLIOTT, URBIE GREEN (EmArcy, Mercury Records): For jazz 
buffs who were unable to attend the fifth annual bash at Newport, R. [., 
mer, EmArcy offers a live-recorded slice of the festival itself. Waxed during the 
final night of the festivities, Side 1 of the album features singer Dinah Washington, 
backed up by the sparkling drum work of Max Roach. As far as most of her fans 
are concerned, the queen of the blues can do no wrong, vocally speaking, and while 
Dinah may have been finer on other occasions, she here still handles a lyric as no 
one else quite can. 

Dinah seems a little hurried on her first tune, Lover Come Back To Me, but then 
it’s that kind of arrangement. Turning to a Bessie Smith classic, Back Water Blues, 
for her second song, Dinah gets groovy, and is completely in her element on the 
next one, Crazy Love. On her last tune, All Of Me, she seems to speak for a certain 
segment of the sisterhood as she argues logically: “You took the best, now come 
on and support the rest ...” All through the proceedings, Wynton Kelly makes some 
very listenable piano sounds. 

Stepping up the tempo of things on the flip side, vibes virtuoso Terry Gibbs, Don 
Elliott on mellophone and vibes, trombonist Urbie Green, bassist Paul West, Kelly 
on piano and drummer Roach rollick through Backstage Blues and a real wild one, 
Julie And Jake. Gibbs and Elliott turn the latter into a personal duel, each taking 
over the vibes at eight-, then four-bar intervals. Captured in the spectacular, spon- 
taneous setting of the Newport Jazz Festival, this makes for some rather exciting 
moments. 

From this single album—a rather modest sampling of the high-caloric diet of- 
fered at the festival—record collectors can get a pretty good idea of the glory that 
was Newport’s last year. 
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you off anvu he re?” ] asked Burt 
eft the party, and I noticed he didwt seem 
the idea of being chauffeured by a woman. 





There had to be some way to make him mine. 
some way to keep him from going back to that 


awfulwoman. | found away—the wrong way 






EMEMBER THOSE OLD patent 
medicines the old folk used to 
buy? The ones that were “guaranteed” 
to cure everything from dandruff to fall- 
en arches? Of course, those nostrums 
didn’t work as advertised but they had 
such a high alcoholic content that if you 
drank enough of the stuff you’d feel bet- 
ter, no matter what was wrong with you. 

It’s the same way with love. Lots of - 
people think love will work miracles, 
and on rare occasions maybe it does. 
What usually happens is, love is so pow- 
erful and exciting an emotion that it 
temporarily blinds you to reality. If you 
get a big enough dose, you're ready to 
swear black is white or up is down. But 
when it wears off, you can clearly see 
things are like they always were—only 
worse. 

I had plenty of warning about Burt 
Wright, but after I met him I could 
neither see straight nor think straight. 
My own instincts as a successful, self- 
sufficient bachelor girl should have been 
enough. I was twenty-eight years old. | 
lived alone—and liked it. My job in the 
buying department of a New York de- 
partment store enabled me to have the 
things I wanted, the things so many men 
promise a girl then conveniently forget 
once they get what they’re after. You’ve 
no idea how independent that makes a 
girl feel! 

After seven years of living alone, my 
life was so arranged that I didn’t need 
a man around the cozy three-room apart- 
ment I called home. I could change a 
fuse whenever the lights blew out; I did 
my own decorating; and I had long ago 
discovered it was more fun than work 
to keep my second-hand Ford convert- 
ible scrubbed and polished myself. 

So what did I need a man underfoot 
for? 

“If you don’t know, darling, I can 
recommend a couple of good books,” 
Tina replied when I asked the question 
one afternoon at her house. 

“Tina, dear,” I smiled, “I know all 
about the birds and the bees. I’m not 
against love and believe it or not, I’m 
saving myself for the right man.” I 
glanced around her large, comfortably 
furnished living room. “Look, I know 





you and Arthur are happy, but I’m hap- 
py, too. In a different way, of course, 
but why should I take a chance and spoil 
things?” 

“But you will get married someday?” 
Tina asked hopefully. “I’m worried 
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I was warned about Burt and the hypnotic spell Eva held 
over him, but I thought I could win him if I were shrewd 
enough. But how can a girl tell when she’s tried too hard? 


about you, Stell.” 

“You needn’t be,” I assured her. 
“And when Mr. Right comes along—” 

Tina quealed excitedly. “That’s it! 
Of course! You and Burt—” In answer 
to my questioning look she explained, 
“Arthur and I are having a little party 
Saturday. I wanted to invite you, but 
knowing you had no steady I didn’t know 
who to pair you off with. But you gave 
me the idea. My cousin Burt—Burt 
Wright.” 

I'd known Tina for years, but I had 
never met Burt. But from the moment 
I first saw him, I liked him and was sor- 
ry we hadn’t met sooner. We spotted 


his attention back to me. I made a mep. 
tal note to ask Tina about the mystery 
that Burt’s fleeting expressions only 
hinted at. 


| Mabeunsisarsut was lovely until it was 

time to leave the party. When Burt 
brought me my coat I asked, “Can | 
drop you off anywhere?” 

He stared at me. “But—I intended to 
see you home. I'll run down and get a 
cab and—” 

“I have my car here,” I explained. 

“Oh.” He sounded disappointed. 


After we’d said our goodbyes and went 
down to where I’d parked the car I dis. 





each other at the same moment, from 
opposite sides of the room, and the next 
thing I knew Burt was standing in front 
of me with two glasses in his hands. 

“Thank you, kind sir,” | said, taking 
the drink he offered me. 

“] don’t do this for just any girl.” he 
said seriously. 

“No? I’m flattered,” | said. 

“No, she has to be beautiful and alone 
and without a drink.” he said, then 
added with a smile, “And her name has 
to be Stella Rhodes.” 

“Then you know who I am,” | said. 
a little flustered by his compliments. 

He took my arm and steered me out 
to the middle of the floofS~“I know 
you're my girl—for tonight, anyway. 
And after that—well. we'll discuss that 
later.” 

Burt was a marvelous dancer and | 
fitted perfectly into his arms. He was 
tall and good looking, with a smooth 
manner and the most exciting way of 
looking at a girl and making her feel as 
though she were the only person in the 
room. We had fun that night, although 
there were times when I detected a trace 
of unhappiness in Burt’s eyes. But the 
next instant it would vanish as he turned 


covered that Burt’s sudden silence was 
more than mere disappointment at not 
taking me home in a cab. “Too bad | 
don’t have my car,” he said, as | un- 
locked the door. I started to get in and 
he said, “Stella—do you mind if | 
drive?” 

I handed him the keys without hesita- 
tion. “Of course not. It'll be a nice 
change,” I told him. Usually, I drove 
my dates home or dropped them off at a 
convenient corner. For one thing, it 
eliminated the question of whether to 
invite the fellow up for a nightcap. And 
I loved to drive, even though it was nice 
sitting close beside Burt and concentrat- 
ing on nothing except how wonderful 
the evening had been. 

“Maybe it’s kind of screwy,” Burt 
said, “but I don’t like the idea of being 
driven home as if 1 were a girl who has 
to be shown safely to the door.” 

“I understand. But it just happens | 
have a car and it is convenient—espe 
cially in bad weather.” 

“Maybe,” he said grimly. A little 
later he said, “I’m what they call a man’s 
man. | like a woman to be feminine. 
There are some things, Stella, that wom- 
en just (Continued on Page 81) 
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Archie Moore 
— are still talking about the 
way Sugar Ray Robinson went all out 
in training for his singing debut on the 
Steve.Allen TV show, just as though he 
were readying for a title bout. A vocal 
teacher was moved into his home for a 
period of intensive training, and Ray got 
last minute coaching from Nat King 
Cole. Being endowed with equal parts 
ham and nerve, it was the champ’s idea 
to break in his new singing career in the 
most conspicuous place of all, a top TV 
show. The Sugar, who has appeared be- 
fore cafe, theatre and TV audiences as a 
dancer and drummer during his several 
retirements—to say nothing of his ap- 
pearances as a boxer—knows what it 
means to operate on nerve, and when 
His Sugarship sings he is operating sole- 
ly on nerve. Pound for pound he may 
be the greatest fighter alive but note for 
note in the singing department the Sweet 
One should hardly pass the prelims. 


Behind all this, Archie Moore, the 
light heavyweight champ. announced 
hat he, too. would turn balladeer . . . his 
reasons being anything Ray can do he 
can do better. But when Old Archie ap- 
seared on the Ed Sullivan show, follow- 
ing a successful defense of his title. he 
thought better of this statement and de- 
‘ided not to chance the singing bit, and 
ettled for reciting the lyrics to a tune 
he’s composed. 


Ex-champ Joe Louis has formed his 
own company out in Hollywood to pro- 
luce a series of television shows based 


Sarah eins Sugar Ray thin 





Vera Francis Dorothy Donegan 


on his life. There should be no need 
to search for an unknown to play the 
title role. Typecasting should recall 
Coley Wallace who played the role in 
the film story and who i still around 


and still looking like a young Joe Louis. 


Model-Actress Vera Francis, who re- 
tired from making headlines about this 
time a year ago, is back in town picking 
up on the happenings. During the in- 
terim Miss Francis has tied the knot 
with a gentleman of the other persua- 
retreated to the West Indian 
Islands and increased the population. 


sion, 


The formal Erroll Garner concerts 
being presented by longhair impresario 
Sol Hurok are unique in that for the 
first time in concert history the indi- 
vidual selections played during the even- 
ing are not listed on the program. 
Garner, one of the wonders of the music 
world, paces his program as he “feels” 
the piano and as he “digs” his audience. 
Thus. no two performances are ever the 
same. 


One good turn deserves another, so 
Sammy Davis Jr.. with the help of Judy 
Garland. Tony Curtis and a few other 
stars, put on a benefit show that racked 
up $50,000 for the San Bernardino Com- 
munity Hospital. This is the hospital 
which saved his eyesight four years ago 
following that auto accident. Meanwhile. 
back at the ranch. Sammy was so en- 
thralled over having been chosen to play 
Sportin’ Life in Porgy And Bess that he 
gave producer. (Continued on Page 59 ) 
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GHOST 


HOUSE: 


There was something eerie going on in our house, strange 
noises and chill winds that came in the dead of night. 
there should have been security, there was only fear. And~ 


W here 


deep in my heart, where there should have been love, there was only terror 


| SHALL NEVER forget the day we 
moved into that house. After a year 

1 a half of marriage, this two bed- 

om bi-level home near the edge of 

wn meant the realization of a dream 

and the beginning of a nightmare that 

en now makes my hand tremble and 
my heart grow faint. 

But that first day, all 1 was aware of 
vas the dream. We were so lucky, Ken- 
Everything about our short 

jarriage had been so near perfection. 
Even the rented place we had lived in 
while our home was being built hadn’t 
been bad, yet enough of an inconven- 
ience to add to the delight of a new home. 

Kenny had first discovered the lot 
luring our engagement. “It’s just right, 
Margaret,” he told me enthusiastically 
16 


ny and I. 


that evening. “It’s not real small like 
most of the spots they’re building on 
nowadays. It’s just far enough out of 
town so you can have some peace and 
quiet, and close enough in so getting 
back and forth to work or a party in 
town won’t be inconvenient.” 

“How did you ever find it?” I asked 
him. We had been looking for weeks 
for a house to buy, and then had decided 
we would build our own if we could 
find a lot. There were a lot of little 
personal touches we wanted that couldn’t 
be found in a ready-made home. 

“T just happened to come in that way 
driving back from Kansas City,” Kenny 
said, “and I saw the big lot with the for 
sale sign on it.” 

Kenny worked as a representative for 


a meat-packing firm, and did a lot of 
traveling. 

The next day I drove out with Kenny 
and looked the land over, and I was as 
happy about the location as he was. The 
suburban area, despite its quiet at- 
mosphere, was nevertheless well devel- 
oped, and I wondered why the land had 
not already been taken. F: 

Anyway, Kenny bought it as fast as he § 
could after I said I liked it, and then we 
got together with a builder about putting 
up the house. 

One night, while we were brooding 
over the plans, Kenny suddenly stoppe 
and laid his hand on mine. “I think 
there’s one little detail we’ve forgotte 
in all the excitement of home buildiegly 
he said with a smile. 









The ghostly fcure’s eves were like fire and 
she leaned toward me cand hissed in a 


croaking voice: “Get out! Get out!” 





























> 


“The nursery goes right here, dopey,’ 
I said, pointing to the spot on the blue- 
prints. 

“That’s not what I’m talking about,” 
he said. “I mean the wedding.” Then 
he took me in his arms and kissed me, 
long and lingering, with a promise of 
the full life of love ahead. 

“Oh, Kenny, is it really only two more 
weeks away?” I said, hardly believing 
that in so short a time I would become 
the wife of this wonderful man who had 
stolen my heart. 


awfully hard, and there were five of us 
kids for Mother to cope with. When 
Sunday mornings came, well, more 
often than not we all slept late and then 
got up and had a big family breakfast 
with pancakes or waffles and sausages 
and bacon, or sometimes scrambled eggs 
smothered with chili. The rest of the 
week everybody had to get up at dif- 
ferent times for school and work and all 
that, so we loved our leisurely Sunday 
mornings together. Oh, sometimes we 
went to church, of course. But a lot of 


How could Kenny say I was imagining things when, 
~ - , = = 


every time he took me in his arms, he, too, was 


aware of the invisible intruder who plagued us? 


“Fourteen days,” he said. “Still sure 
you don’t want a church wedding?” 

“Very sure,” I told him. 

| always felt that Kenny would have 
preferred our being married in church, 
but | wanted it as simple as possible. 

“But Margaret,” my best friend, 
Louise, had argued, “there just seems to 
be something more sacred about getting 
married in a church with a minister and 
ll.” That was the way she had done it 
six months earlier. 

“It'll be just as legal before a justice 
of the peace with you and Fred for wit- 
nesses,” I told her. 

‘It isn’t just a matter of it being 
legal,” Louise said slowly, “It’s—well, 
somehow—” 

“T know, I know,” I said. “You’re a 
good Christian girl, Louise. But as for 
me, let me go my sinful way with just 
2 piece of paper in my hand, that ring on 

y finger, and Kenny.” 

“Tl think if you two wait much longer, 

u won't even insist on a marriage li- 
cense,” Louise said with a sly grin. 

‘Why, Louise!” I said with mock 
shock. “Whatever would make you say 
a thing like that?” Then I added quick- 
ly, smiling back at her: “You wouldn’t 
tell anybody, would you?” 

‘m sorry I put the idea in your 
head,” Louise laughed. 

Louise and I had always been friends, 
ever since childhood. But she had grown 
up in a very religious home, and my 
house was a little different. Not that we 
didn’t believe in God and right and 
wrong and all that, but my father worked 
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times we didn’t, and I guess we kind of 
formulated our own ideas about religion. 
I believed in the Golden Rule, not be- 
cause of any promised heavenly rewards 
—I didn’t believe in any life after death 
—but because it was the human thing to 
do. 

So, a church wedding wasn’t a nec- 
essity on any religious grounds as far 
as I was concerned, and I saw no reason 
for the fuss and expense of a big affair. 
When the time came, Kenny and I were 
married in a quiet ceremony performed 
by a justice of the peace, and Louise and 
her husband, Fred, were our witnesses, 
just as I had planned it. 

And in time, we moved into our new 
home in the suburbs. The place we had 
rented was already furnished, so all of 
our things for the house were new. I had 
never dreamed there was so much work 
to be done in moving into a new home, 
and Kenny worked so hard that first day 
that he fell asleep as soon as he hit the 
bed that night. 

A fine thing, 1 thought to myself, 
smiling. Our first night in our very own 
home and here I am, an ignored bride. 
And then I daydreamed longingly of the 
wonder of our love, of Kenny’s gentle 
violence and the fiery storm inside me 
that only he could create and dissolve. 
Slowly I slipped my arms around him 
with a sigh, and breathed aloud his 
name. His only answer was a soft, snor- 
ing sound. 


pu NEXT MORNING, Kenny was 
up and dressed when | awoke. 


“Sorry I have to run off and leave 
with the house in such hectic shape,” 
said, taking his suitcase out of the cle 
“But business can’t wait.” 

“I think you deliberately timed this 
trip just so you could get out of tows 
without having to do a little honeg 
labor,” I said with a yawn. 

“Sure I did,” he said, coming over to 
the bed to kiss me. “Be a good girl wh 
I’m gone and don’t let any strange meq 
in the house, especially meat company 
salesmen. They’re a dangerous breed.” 

“Tl be careful,” I grinned. “And 
when you get back from Detroit, I] 
have this whole place so spic and span 
and homey you'll quit your job and 
never leave me again.” j 

“Good,” he said as he went back to 
packing, “we'll live on love.” 

During the four days Kenny was ge 
I busied myself with getting all the 
niture placed, the china put up, the d 
eries hung, the floors waxed and a coup 
of dozen other chores. By the time hi 
got back, the house was just as I prom 
ised him it would be, as neat as a pin, — 

“It’s wonderful,” he said, as I took 
him from room to room showing hii 
how things looked. “I’m glad I’ve got 
bottle of Scotch in my suitcase for th 
housewarming.” 

I put on my prettiest apron, whippe 
up a steak dinner, and we ate in the li 
ing room before the television set. After 
dinner, Kenny fixed up a couple of high- 
balls and we watched a late movie. 

“Now I remember it,” Kenny yawned © 
when the show finally ended. “I think” 
I was sixteen and living in Indianapolis — 
the first time I saw it in a theater.” 

“All right, Father Time,” I teased, | 
“lift your ancient old bones up out of © 
that chair and come on to bed.” 

“Ancient, am I,” he said, suddenly — 
grabbing me playfully, “we'll soon see 
about that.” 

I struggled against him, happy when — 
he soon overpowered me and lifted me — 
up in his strong arms and carried me — 
off to our bedroom. I leaned my head ~ 
against his chest and thought: He won't ~ 
go right to sleep tonight. 4 

“Any visitors while I was gone?” he 
asked as we got ready for bed. i 

“No, but I talked to the old lady who ~ 
lives next door. She stood on her porch 
watching over here so long, I just finally 
up and walked over and spoke to her. 1 ~ 
decided I didn’t (Continued on Page 72) — 











She was wild and fast and no-good, I was sure. Worse than that, she 


had been my brother’s wife. That’s why I hated her. I hated 


her more each day that I realized I was falling in love with her 


FAST YOUN 


HEY HAD “COP” written all over them, the two men standing on the front 
porch when I opened the door that night. And before they said a word I knew 
they’d come for Johnnie Mae. But I stalled them at the door as long as I could. 
Maybe she’d have sense enough to beat it out the back way. 

“We're looking for a young lady named Woods,” the tall cop said. 

So that was her name before she became one of the family. “No one here by that” 
name,” I said, starting to close the door. 

The short, fat cop shifted quickly so that he blocked the door. “Johnnie Mae 
Woods,” he said gruffly. “Could be she goes by a different name now.” 

He seemed annoyed when I asked to see some identification but they both flashed 
their badges. “May we come in?” the tall one asked. His tone was polite but I 
could tell he meant business. There was nothing else for me to do but invite them 
to have a seat on the porch. 

“My mother is ill,” I explained. “I don’t want to upset her any more than nec 
essary.” 

They didn’t like it but they said okay, and | figured there must be another one 
covering the back door. I said, “My name is Steve Braden. My family has lived) 
in Dobson for years. Everybody in town knows us. We've never had any troub 
with the police.” 

“There'll be no trouble now if you'll just hand over the girl!” 

Before I could answer the fat cop his partner cut in, “We’re from Ocean City, 
Mr. Braden, and we have no authority down here in Dobson. But we think you ca 
help us with a case we’re working on. Albert Braden was your brother, wasn’t he? 

It gave me a jolt hearing him talk about Al in the past tense like that. Even afte 
all this time it was hard to accept the fact that Al was dead. All I could think of 
the last time I saw him alive. It was a warm spring evening two years before, an 
I’d been sitting in the very same spot. . . 

“So you really re-enlisted?” I said for the tenth time. 

Al pulled down the blouse of his sailor suit. “Yeah, I can hardly wait to shove off, 
Steve.” 

“‘We—that is, Mom hoped you’d come home to stay.” 

“Man, I’d go nuts in a hick town like this! Once you’ve seen the rest of the world, | 
you know that this place is for the birds,” he sneered. ; 


A* WAS YOUNGER than I, almost ten years younger, but the difference 
between us was more than the cockiness of a good looking 20-year-old. Al had 
always been Mom’s favorite and though I would never admit it to myself, I resented 
always playing second fiddle to my kid brother. Growing up, I had been the s¢ 
rious, studious one, while Al’s looks and devil-may-care attitude made him popul 
with the fellows and girls. And because he was my brother and to protect Mom, 
was always covering for him. Like the time | sneaked him in through our beé 
room window when he staggered home at three in the morning, sloppy drunk ¢ 
beer. Al was 16 years old at the time. I even paid the repair bill on a car that A 
ran into with the old jalopy he and his friends had. (Continued on Page 5A) ~ 
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Doug’s eyes were blazing as he shoute:': 
“Ul never let you destroy my position here. 
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I'm not letting you mess up my career.” 
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Even a wife reaches a point when she can’t take any more; 
a time when, shut out from the security of her husband’s 
affection, she seeks love in the arms of another man 


HE BUS DEPOT WAS COLD and the seats were hard. Richie began whimper- 
ing and squirming, so | swung his feet up on the bench and laid his head in my 
lap. I unzipped his snow suit a little so he would be more comfortable, then I leaned 
back and tried not to think. The blast of the horn on one of the big buses outside 
startled us both. 
“Is that our bus, Mommy? Is that the bus we’re gonna ride on?” Richie asked. 
“No, honey. But our bus will be here in a little while. Try and get some sleep 
now.” 

“I wish Daddy could come with us.” he murmured, settling down. 

I said nothing, just patted his cheek fondly and glanced furtively around to see 
if Doug had followed us. I was running away from a marriage that had become a 
living hell. I had finally found the courage to leave the husband who had tortured 
me for the past five years. All at once, panic gripped me and I could feel the 
muscles in my stomach begin to tighten up. I had to get away! I'd go crazy if | 
didn’t. 

The ticket clutched in my hand was my passport to freedom. I was going to 
make a new start and give my son a chance to grow up in an atmosphere free of 
the bitterness, hate and suspicion that filled our home like a poisonous gas. Of 
course, the boy would miss his father, but I would make up for it by showering all 
the love my heart was capable of. It was love that Doug had rejected, love that 
almost died under the sadistic heel of the only man I'd ever given it to. 
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What had brought the awful 
void between us? W hat made 


Doug freeze at my touch? 





"No, that was not true. I had given it 
ice... to another man. That was when 
y ordeal of guilt and suffering began. 
mg’s cruel reminders of my mistake, 
'wild accusations of new infidelities, 
sharsh demands for proof that I loved 
aly him. Sometimes it seemed that the 
orgivable sin was not what I did in a 
pment of weakness, but only that 
ug found out about it. 
"There’s no place lonelier than a de- 
mted bus depot at night. The ticket 
had closed his window half an 
ar after I bought my ticket, and ex- 
st for a soldier asleep in the chair on 
s shoe shine stand, Richie and I had 
3 ‘place to ourselves. Now and then a 
is would pull in, but the few passengers 
ho got off hurried into waiting taxis or 
parked outside. 
' I was hungry so I slipped my purse 
ander Richie’s head and got up stiffly 
and walked to the candy machine. The 
dog stand was locked up and through 
he windows of the depot I could look 
flown the hill to Main Street and First 
ivenie. The center of town, and the 
ialy evidence of life was the traffic light 
blinked red, then green for cars and 
that weren’t there. 


FCOULDN’T HELP thinking of the 
first time I’d seen Milford. It was a 
town and if you didn’t know it 
{first you soon discovered that life re- 
ob ed around the school and its campus 
igh on the hill at the opposite end of 
wwn from the depot. The students with 
ir allowances and the teachers with 
fir paychecks kept the town on the 
la and the shop keepers and local 
fizens were well aware of the economic 
iets of life. 
‘Teachers and their wives were the so- 
fal elite and | felt it from the very mo- 
ent the college station wagon rolled up 
Pwhere Doug and I stood on the plat- 
rm and a student wearing a football 
Weater jumped out and grabbed our 


Professor Winston? I’m Hal Ford, 
of 53.” He held the car door open 
fF me. “Welcome to Milford, Mrs. 
Inston.” 
At was not only the way he said it and 
way he looked at me, but the respect- 
curious stares we got as we drove 
fough town. People looked at Doug 
d me as if we were visiting royalty. 
Slipped my arm through Doug’s and 
e ed. He smiled down at me. “Hi, 


Professor,” 1 grinned. 

“Hi, right back at you, Mrs. Profes- 
sor,” he said. 

Hal Ford acted as a sightseeing guide 
as we rode along, pointing out the dif- 
ferent stores and telling us which ones 
were best. I wondered if he got a per- 
centage from any shop where we opened 
an account. 

As we passed under the big arch over 
the road leading to the campus, Hal 
Ford said, “The Old Man—that is, Pres- 
ident Raney expects you up at the Ad- 
ministration building, Professor Win- 
ston. But I'll take you to your house 
first so Mrs. Winston can start getting 
settled.” 

“Thank you, Hal,” I said. “That’s 
very thoughtful of you.” 

“He’s a regular efficiency expert!” 
Doug whispered to me. 

I nudged him in the ribs and leaned 
forward as Hal explained, “That’s my 
job—when I’m not in class. I’m on the 
maintenance staff. You know, working 
my way through.” 

We pulled up in front of a neat white 
cottage with blue shutters on the far side 
of the campus. “This is Faculty Row,” 
Hal said, indicating the curving, tree- 
lined street. “It’s on the campus, but 
far enough away from the thundering 
herd for privacy.” 

“That’s a welcome thought!” Doug 
remarked in a stage whisper. 

“Tl wait out here,” our guide said. 
“If you want trunks carried or furni- 
ture shifted around, just give a yell, Mrs. 
Winston.” 

“That guy’s bucking for good grades 
before I even move in!” Doug took my 
arm and we went to the front door. 

“He’s just trying to be helpful, Doug. 
Why you don’t even know that he’ll be 
in one of your classes.” 

“He will be. Class of ’53, that means 
he’s a senior. At Milford, all seniors 
must take sociology. Ergo, our eager 
beaver will be in my class.” 

“Just the same I think he’s nice,” I 
said, feeling uncomfortable, as I always 
did when Doug acted so superior. 

Doug’s laugh put me at ease again. 
“Let’s hope you think our new home is 
nice, too, darling!” 

“Our home!” 1 breathed happily. 
“Are you going to carry me over the 
threshold?” 

“With those beady eyes watching 
every move we make? I should say not! 
We simply take this in stride, my dear. 


I’m a faculty member now, not a blush- 
ing bridegroom.” 

I hid my disappointment and stepped 
inside. It was a perfect dream house. 
Of course, most any decent place would 
have been like a palace to Doug and me. 
We had lived in a furnished room when 
we got married and Doug was working 
toward his degree. He had been lucky 
enough (smart enough, I should say) 
to come to the attention of Milford and 
they had hired him shortly after his 
graduation. We had been married al- 
most a year, but we had never really had 
a home. 

I could see that Doug was almost as 
impressed as I was, but he tried not to 
show it. He had already started build- 
ing a shell of snobbish superiority 
around himself that was to grow thicker 
and more irritating as time went on. 

After we made a tour of the house, 
Doug glanced at his watch and said, 
“Well, I'd better not keep Old Man 
Raney waiting much longer. Shall | 
send your handyman back?” 

“Handyman?” 

He nodded his head toward the sta- 
tion wagon outside. “Oh, get out of 
here, you big tease!” I laughed. I 
kissed him and walked him to the door. 
“Good luck, darling.” 

I had scarcely had time to change into 
a house dress when the doorbell rang. 
It was Hal Ford. “I thought you might 
need these,” he said, showing me the 
mop and broom and pail he had. 

“I hope everybody at Milford is as 
thoughtful as you are, Hal,” | said later. 
as he helped me rearrange the living 
room furniture. 

He said nothing for a moment, then, 
“Milford is nice and the people here are 
okay—if you don’t let them get you 
down. In the classroom it isn’t so bad, 
but off-campus the faculty is so damn 
class conscious!” 

A moment later he said, “I’m sorry. 
I’m just a student. I shouldn’t be talk- 
ing this way. Maybe you'll find we're 
all one big happy family. But I don’t 
think so.” 


[or MY FIRST inkling of what Hal 
meant when the head of Doug’s de- 
partment invited us over for cocktails. 
Doug fluttered around me like a mother 
hen while I dressed. He suggested | use 
a lighter shade of lipstick and asked me 
if I didn’t think the neckline of my dress 
was a trifle (Continued on Page 51) 
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GAZED AT MY IMAGE in the mirror. All six feet and one inch of it. I had to admit 
that I was a handsome character. Real handsome in a rugged sort of way. And I 
was about to waste it all on a girl that I didn’t want and never had. I mopped my brow 
for the hundredth time. My leg; felt so weak I thought I’d better sit down. 
Then I looked longingly at a bottle of Scotch on the table. I reached for it, but a 
small voice reminded me that the preacher might smell it on my breath, so I reached 
for a cigaret and smoked it instead. 
“You jerk,” I moaned. “How did you get into this predicament?” I swore softly. 
I was roped, that’s how! Roped! I swear that never on one occasion did I say, “Verna, 
will you marry me?” Yet she was wearing a diamond that my money had bought, on 
her third finger, left hand, and I had the mate in my pocket. 
I got up from my chair and straightened my tie and tails. I began to pace the floor. 
I buried my face in my hands and moaned over and over again, “I’m not going 
through with it, I’m not going through with it.” I’d never (Continued on Page 63) 





I didn’t want to marry the girl. I didn’t want to mar 
any girl. Everything was fine with me just the way it » 


and I didn’t need any dizzy broad messing up my 
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I didn’t mean to propose to Verna, but she 
looked so sweet and innocent standing there 
—well, I must have just said the wrong thing. 
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KNEW, from the minute Big Chris turned into the gate. 
| knew from his bent shoulders, his tired gait, that it had 
happened again. He’d lost his job. 

Oh, no!” I breathed and sank into a kitchen chair, filled 
ll over with hopelessness. Thoughts of unpaid bills, with 
their ominous figures, whirled through my mind. And even 

future—we’d taken part of the grocery money to pay 
the doctor for Chrissie’s last sick spell. How would we live 
intil Big Chris could find something else? 

Then | heard his feet coming up the back porch steps, 
tumbling a little, and 1 clenched my hands and got to my 
feet. | dared not show my panic to Big Chris. This thing 
that was happening was in no way his fault. And no matter 

yften it happened, or how terribly, I had to stand be- 

e him all the way. Because I loved him—loved him all the 

e since life had turned so upside down for us. 

| managed to smile when he came in—smiling, even 
though my heart twisted at the change in him. Only two 
years before this husband of mine had been a big, confident 
man, with shining eyes and a wide grin that flashed easily. 
His head had been held high, his broad shoulders thrown 
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I knew in my heart that Chris couldn’t 
be guilty. He was too decent to hay 

done the terrible thing they said he 
had. But nobody else seemed to doubt 


his guilt, not even for a moment 


back, and he walked through life with an easy stride. 

He was still large, although his big frame was sparsely 
covered—he’d lost twenty pounds from those earlier days’ 
Now his eyes carried only a bewildered look, and his mout 
was held tight. His shoulders slumped, making them loe 
not so broad, and he’d lost his proud gait. | 

“Hello, darling!” I said and walked toward him. | didnt 
say any more. | just put my arms about his neck, pulled hi 
face down until our lips touched, trying to tell how much 
I loved him. 

His arms pulled me close with some of his old strength, 
but after a moment he let them drop abruptly. “It’s no usey 
Ann,” he said tightly. “I’m no good to you or the boy. 
only thing for me to do is get out, take my shame and h 
luck out of your life!” 

“No, darling, no!” | clung closer. “No matter what hap# 
pens, we've got to stay close to each other! As long as 
do that, we can face anything!” ; 

“Anything?” he echoed bitterly. He pulled away from 
me and rammed his big hands into his pockets, as if to keep 
from embracing me again. “It’s been everything, so r. 








w. Eve lost my job again. Old Thurman said he hated 
t. He knew Twas okay. but well. he’s got the con- 
for that new school building. and some of the women 
him about me. They — thev dont want me working 
| their kids.” 
throat tightened and | felt as if | would burst into 


bhing and screaming as if nothing less than 


\f 


~ would take the raw hurt from inside me. But again. 
earned to do through these past two years. | clenched 
nds and managed to keep control. 
d carefully. “Chris. mavbe we should move again. | 
really move. Go to the middle west. maybe--to some 
town.” 
What good would it do?” he demanded angrily. “Weve 
noved twice. Each time. the story has caught up 
is. and made worse because we kept our mouths shut. 
ne somebody has complained and made me lose my 
spite of showing the papers that told about me be- 
cent! [It would be the same answhere we went. He 
{forthe bathroom to wash up. At the door he stopped 


{ 


demanding bitterly: “Besides. what would we move 


1 couldn’t believe my ears 
when the police said it. Chris 
couldn’t have attacked a child! 


on? Just sneak out. leave our debts? To add something 
to the story when it comes out in the next place ?~ 

1 couldnt answer that. and after a moment he went on 
“Its no use. Ann. In the eves of the world Im no good 
Nothing is ever going to change that. And it’s time I stopped 
making you and Chrissie suffer for it!” 

“Chris! I choked. sickened yy his despair. and} des- 
perately seared of his quict determination 

He had brought the subject up before f coing away so 
that ~ix-vear-old Chrissie and I wouldn't suffer through) hin 
Always before Td been able to kiss the idea away. bul this 
time. oh. God. where was I to find the right words t 
vince him that we belonged together. no matter what came 
up? 

| walked to the window. and looked ut into the} vard 
Where Chrissie. a thin brown little bov like his father. played 
alone. always alone. For a while after we inoved here) he'd 
had playmates. and he'd gained ka lotof the weight he’ 
lost. and hed learned to smile a 

Phen our story had come out--a man from our farmer 


town had happened through and everything had changed 
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Other children had stopped coming to 
our yard to play, and Chrissie began not 
wanting to go to them—a sign that he 
was no longer welcome. He began hav- 
ing the violent vomiting spells he’d had 
through this past year or so, and the 
bewilderment was all back in his eyes. 

“We just didn’t move far enough!” | 
whispered fiercely. “Next time we've 
got to make a big jump!” But even as 
| said it, | wondered if Big Chris were 
right—if we could ever go far enough 
to escape the thing that hung over us, 
wickedly, wrongfully. 

The terrible accusation that hung 
over this fine decent husband of mine 
was wrong. The courts had cleared him, 
but only legally. In the eyes of the 
world he still stood accused. 

| heard the bedroom door close and 
knew that Big Chris had again gone to 
throw himself on the bed for a while— 
something he’d done lately when things 
went wrong. | went to the cupboard and 
looked over my scant supplies, then took 
down a bowl. 

I'd make a cake for supper, a treat we 
couldn’t often afford. Tonight I would 
fill the kitchen with good smells, . and 


ways been like that with us. I’d moved 
from Oklahoma with my folk to Los 
Angeles just before the start of my 
junior year, and | felt pretty strange and 
lonely as I started school. Chris was 
new, too—his father had died when he 
was young, and his mother just the year 
before, so he’d come to live with an 
uncle and finish high school. The 
uncle was a plumber and would teach 
Chris the trade. 

We started going together, and there 
was never anybody else for either of us. 
We were married right after our gradua- 
tion and moved to Crescent City where 
Chris got a good job. After two years 
Chrissie was born, and by saving and 
working hard, we managed a down pay- 
ment on a home, and things had gone 
along fine. We were just an average, 
hard-working couple, 1 guess, but we 
sure felt atop the world. 

I’m glad of that now. Glad that we 
appreciated what we had! 


E FELT we had the right to cele- 
brate that fourth birthday of Chris- 
sie’s, but only one thing set us back a 
bit. Chrissie’s birthday came on Friday, 


A trial. acquittal, freedom—what good was it all 


when the man I loved would forever be the pris- 


oner of our neighbors’ 


doubts and suspicions 





maybe my two bewildered loved ones 
would take a little comfort—the only 
comfort I could offer. 

| broke an egg into the bowl and be- 
gan to beat furiously, and along with my 
beating, | remembered the terrible thing 
that happened on little Chrissie’s birth- 
day—his fourth one. 

That year, Big Chris and I were go- 
ing to celebrate our son’s birthday in a 
big way. It came in September, and we 
were going to spend the weekend at the 
beach—rents were much lower after 
Labor Day and the opening of school. 
Anyway, we felt we could afford it, be- 
cause Big Chris—he became Big Chris 
the day Chrissie was born—was doing 
o well in the small town near Los An- 
eles where we lived. Chris had a fine 
job with a substantial plumbing shop, 
putting in a lot of overtime. 

A good life we had. A good marriage, 
with a lot of love between us. It had al- 
30 


and we couldn’t get away until late that 
afternoon, because Big Chris had a job 
to complete. He’d been sent to put in a 
sprinkling system on the Dilworth’s 
lawn—they lived just a few blocks from 
us. 

“If 1 work through the noon hour,” 
Chris told me, “I can finish so we can 
leave about four. How about you taking 
the boy to the park for most of the day? 
Maybe eat a picnic lunch there, and let 
him go on the merry-go-round? That 
way, he’ll feel more like it’s his birth- 
day.” 

I agreed, put up a lunch for Big Chris. 
and took Chrissie to the park. He went 
on the swings, and all the kiddie-rides. 
Then we bought hamburgers and ice 
cream, and sat at a table to eat them. 
When that was over, Chrissie had cele- 
brated enough. He was sleepy and cross, 
so I took him home for a nap before 


we left for the beach. 






I] lay down, too, and dropped asleep, 
It was Big Chris’s whistle from the kiteh. 
en that woke me. I got up, went out, and 
he turned from the sinkboard. 

“Had to come home to get anothe 
wrench,” he explained, “so thought [4 
warm up the coffee.” 

“T’ll have some with you,” | told him, 
and began taking down the cups. 

He grinned. “Don’t talk too loud 
hon, or we'll have company. Pat Dil 
worth insisted on coming home with me 
for the ride, but I told her to stay ou. 
side because you weren’t home.” 

I glanced out the back window. “She's 
telling the Maceys how to build their 
garden wall,” I laughed, and Big Chris 
chuckled. The elderly Maceys, our next- 
door neighbors, didn’t welcome advice 
from anybody. 

Pat was the Dilworth’s only child, a 
precocious twelve-year-old, with long 
braids, too-curious eyes, and a rather 
sly manner, but one who could do no 
wrong in the sight of her middle-aged 
parents. 

“I'd enjoy my coffee better without 
her questions,” I observed, and kept 
away from the window. 

Big Chris was home just half an hour. 
I recall him looking at the clock and say- 
ing that it wouldn’t take long to finish 
the job now, and we could be off for the 
beach a little earlier than we'd hoped. 
| watched him go into the garage, get 
his wrench, and I heard Pat Dilworth’s 
shrill voice as she made fun of her 
teacher—she was in the sixth grade. 

“We've only had school one week.” 
she announced, “and already she’s shown 
how stupid she is!” 

Old Mrs. Macey said calmly, “Or else 
it’s the other way around!” 

Pat flung up her head defiantly, and 
might have said something saucy, but 
right then Chris called her to get into 
the car because he was in a_ hurry. 
The next minute they drove out of the 
yard. Two hours later Big Chris was 
back, calling me jubilantly. “Just let me 
take a shower and we're off! Chrissie'l 
have a real birthday yet!” 


HE WEEKEND was all we’d hoped. 

We had a birthday dinner for Chris- 
sie at the motel, with cake and candles 
and gifts. Then the three of us took 4 
long walk along the beach, wading in 
the edge of the surf. And after Chrissie, 
a tired happy little boy, was sound 
asleep, his father and I sat on the small 
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front porch, clinging together, with love 
a bright flame between us. And that 
night—it seemed to me that never had 
our love-making been so complete, so 
satisfyingly complete, as that time. 

Afterwards I was to remember that, 
and the bright flame of memory was to 
light, all anew, my faith and trust in 
Chris. No man could love his wife so 
deeply, had he just come fresh from the 
terrible crime of which he was to be ac- 
cused. 

We didn’t know, then, what awful 
things had been started that day. We 
didn’t know until just before Thanks- 
giving, some two months later. We were 
at supper that night, with Chrissie telling 
about the dog we'd seen in a TV car- 
toon, and Big Chris and I smiling proud- 
ly at each other because our son was so 
smart. 

Then the door chimes sounded. | 
opened the door and there stood two 
police officers. One of them cast me a 
troubled look, then asked, “Ma’am, is 
Chris Daniels at home?” 

“Yes. Just a moment.” I found my 
voice going husky and my heart was 
pounding as I went to call Chris. He 
came, his face untroubled because he 
knew he had done no wrong. But that 
was the last moment he wore that un- 
troubled look, for the officers had come 
to arrest him—for child rape! 

Pat Dilworth was the victim, they 
claimed. The school nurse had discov- 
ered that she was pregnant—at twelve! 
—and Pat told her parents that while 
Chris was working there, he had raped 
her. And he’d threatened her with worse 
if she told, so she’d kept still. 

“Oh, God, no!” I cried out. “It’s a 
lie! It’s got to be a lie, Chris!” 

“It’s a lie!” he told me hoarsely, but 
he looked, all in a couple minutes, like 
a different man. Gray-faced, his eyes 
filled with horror. And he began his 
stumbling right then, as they took him 
out to the police car, and away. I 
watched the car out of sight, then I went 
back into the house, caught up Chrissie, 
who was full of puzzled questioning. 
Shutting the door and locking it, I faced 
the first night of pure hell I’d ever 
known. 


N ALL THE WEEKS since, I’ve felt 

guilty about that night—about the 
doubts that filled me. What if it were 
true? It couldn’t be! Chris was too de- 
cent, too infinitely good! And yet—what 







if there were a side to him I didn’t 
know? Over and over doubt and trust 
fought and conquered each other. I 
knew Chris. It had to be a lie. Yet, the 
man who'd shuffled out with the officers 
was not the Chris I knew so well. 

But, when morning came, my battle 
was over. I was going to stand by Chris 
all the way, just as he’d have trusted me 
in the face of any accusation. I phoned 
a woman who did baby-sitting for us 
sometimes to come look after Chrissie. 
She came right away, and I started on 
my first trip to jail. As I backed the car 
out, Nell Harter from across the street, 
came over to me. 

“Is there anything I can do, Ann?” 
she asked, then before I could answer, 
she blurted, “To think this had to hap- 
pen to you! All the time you must have 
suspected things, yet you went on so 
bravely—” 

I threw back my head. “There was 
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nothing to suspect!” I flared. “The 
whole charge is a lie!” 

She drew herself up. “Are you ready 
to throw the blame on a child—a baby, 
really—just to save—” 

I saw her through an angry haze, and 
a thousand hot words welled up in my 
throat, but common sense told me that 
it would do no good to fight. Not that 
way. So I choked back my fury and 
said, “I don’t know who’s to blame, but 
I do know it isn’t Chris!” and I drove 
away. 

I went to the city jail first, and they 
let me see Chris—he seemed to have 
aged overnight. I said, “Darling, I 
know it isn’t true, and we’re going to 
fight it all the way. We'll have to get a 
lawyer, and I’ll phone your boss—-” 

“He already knows,” Chris said bit- 
terly. “He fired me an hour ago.” 

My throat twisted at the unfairness 
of it, but I (Continued on Page 76) 
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I hated them all, the fellows who deceived me 
and the girls who talked behind my back. Well, 


I'd show every last one of them—and I’d never, ever 


fall in love again 


A PRISONER {!) 


OOKING AROUND MY LAWN for 

the evening paper, I noticed the 
small group of grade school children re- 
turning from school. There was a very 
fat girl about nine years old walking 
ahead of the group, clutching her books 
and trying hard to act as if she didn’t 
hear the chant of the children behind 
her, “Connie is a butterball. Connie is a 
butterball.” As they came closer I could 
see tears rolling down the little girl’s fat 
cheeks. Before I realized what I was do- 
ing, | had run to her, took her in my 
arms and shouted to the children, “Leave 
her alone and go home. She looks bet- 
ter than any of you. Leave her alone! 
Leave her alone!” 

The children quickly stopped the 
chant and ran down the street. I gave 
the little girl my handkerchief. “Thanks 
Lady,” she said. “They always tease me 
like that. I can’t help it if I’m fat. The 
doctor gave me some medicine to help 
me lose weight, I’ve lost a little, but they 
still tease me. Mother says if I keep 
taking my medicine I'll lose a lot of 
weight and the children won’t tease me 
anymore. Thanks again, I’ve got to 
hurry home now.” 

My heart went out for the fat little 
girl as | watched her go down the street. 
I knew exactly how she felt. There is no 
punishment harder to bear than that in- 
flicted by children for a condition over 
which you have no control. 

Returning to the house, my thoughts 
went back to my grade school days when 
I had to walk in front of children who 
chanted, “Ruth is a giant. Ruth is a 
giant.” I couldn’t take it as easy as 
Connie. I always turned around and 
fought one of the children. Because I 
was always the larger, I won the fights, 
but when | got home with my clothes 
torn and dirty, | was the loser. After 
every fight Mother would whip me. She 


often told me, “Ruth you just have to 
stop this fighting. I’m just not going to 
have it. I’m tired of you messing up 
your clothes and I’m not going to buy 
you any more until you stop fighting. 
Don’t pay any attention to the children 
when they tease you.” 

It was easy for Mother to tell me not 
to fight, but she never told me what to do 
to cope with the teasing. I had always 
been tall for my age and frequently 
bragged to my brother who was two 
years older than | that I was taller 
than he. 

Being taller than the other children 
never bothered me until I was in the 
fifth grade. Our class was to give a play 
about fairies and princes. More than 
anything else, | wanted to be a fairy and 
wear one of the cute pink dresses with 
the ruffled skirts. One day just before 
leaving school I asked my teacher, Miss 
Scott, if I could be a fairy in the play. 

“Ruth, we have another part for you 
in the play. We want you to be one of 
the flowers,” she told me. 

“But I don’t want to be a flower,” | 
said, “I want to be a fairy.” 

“Ruth, we have to have little dancing 
flowers in the play. This is as important 
as being a fairy.” 

“No, it isn’t,” I insisted. “The flow- 
ers don’t dance with boys, so it’s not as 
important. Why can’t I be a fairy?” 

“Ruth,” Miss Scott pulled me close to 
her, “The boys in the class haven't 
grown as tall as you.” 

“You mean I can’t be a fairy because 
I’m taller than the boys?” I asked. 

“That’s right, Ruth,” Miss Scott said. 
Tears filled my eyes. She quickly added, 
“Now you mustn’t feel bad, in a few 
years the boys will be taller than you. 
You just grew a little faster than the 
other children in the class. You'll stop 
growing soon (Continued on Page 67) 

















I hated my father for being tall, for I had 
grown tall and straight like him. And 1 


hated boys for not being taller than I. 








“Tll have you know, young man,’ Daddy 
ti roared, “that I will not have my daughter 
: out half the night, running all over town.” 
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There was no reason for things to turn out the 
terrible way they did. If Daddy hadn’t been so 


stubborn, that awful night would never have hap- 


pened, and Buddy would be alive to this very day 


I GLANCED AT MY WATCH and saw that it was a quarter past 
nine and I gave out a little gasp as I told Lucille: “Golly, I didn’t 
know it was so late! Where does the time fly?” 

“It isn’t so late, Jean,” Lucille said. “What are you worried 
about?” 

“Well,” I said hesitantly, “you know how my folks are. If I’m not 
home by a certain time, they just flip.” 

“But everybody knows how it is trying to do Christmas shopping 
with all the crowds and everything. And after all, the stores didn’t 
close until eight-thirty and we just looked a little bit in the windows 
after that. Why should your folks get mad?” 

“T don’t know, but I'll probably catch it just the same,” I said. 

The bus stopped then to let some more people on, although I hon- 
estly couldn’t see how there was room for them. All the seats were 
taken and those of us standing were jammed together about as close 
as we could get. 

“I wish the driver would hurry,” I fretted. 

“Relax,” Lucille said. “Pretty soon he won’t be able to squeeze 
anybody else on and then he can really make time because he won’t 
have to stop except when people want to get off.” 

Lucille was right, but just the same it was almost ten o’clock when 
we got to the stop near my house. I said goodbye to Lucille and 
hopped off, running through the snow. I wished I had asked her to 
come in with me so maybe my folks wouldn’t jump right on me, but 
it was too late to think about that now. I clutched my three small 
packages closer to me as I got to my door, then grimly rang the bell. 

“Well! It’s about time, young lady,” my mother said frostily as 
she opened the door. 

“There’s a mob downtown,” I started explaining hastily as I 
stepped inside, tugging off my rubbers. “Lucille and I had a tough 
time finding things and getting waited on.” 

“It’s ten o'clock. The stores closed at eight-thirty,” Mother said. 

Oh, golly, | thought, here we go again. 

“She’s home, Ed,” Mother called to my father upstairs. Then she 
just stood looking at me as I hung my coat and scarf in the hall closet. 

In a couple of minutes, Daddy came down the stairs. “Do you 
realize what time it is, Jean?” he demanded. 

“Mother just told me,” I said numbly. 
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“She shouldn’t have to tell you,” he 
persisted. “That’s why we gave you that 
watch for graduation, so you could tell 
time.” 

| was tired and cold and hungry and 
didn’t feel like arguing. “We shopped 
until the stores closed and then we looked 
in some of the windows at the decora- 
tions and then we caught the bus home,” 
| said wearily. “We didn’t stop in any 
bars and we didn’t see any boys, now can 
| please go get some supper?” 

“Don’t you get sassy, young lady.” 
my father said threateningly. “We'll ask 
the questions and you just answer, do 
you understand?” 

“Yes, Daddy.” I said meekly. He had 
a pretty quick temper, and I knew better 
than to cross him, so I just stood quietly 
while he ranted about how kids were too 
smart for their own good these days and 
how they had no respect for their par- 
ents and how so many of them were get- 
ting into trouble because they didn’t 
listen. 

| had heard it all before and I had to 
listen to it again, but I couldn’t really 
see why. I wasn’t just a kid anymore. In 
fact, Lucille and I had both finished high 
school the past summer and ‘were work- 
ing as assistant youth counselors at the 
Community Center, 
enough money to go to City College the 
next fall. Lucille was my best friend. 
We had gone all the way through school 
together and shared secrets and did all 
the things together that girls do. 1 guess 
we were so close because I didn’t have 
any brothers and sisters and Lucille only 
had a brother who was much older and 
lived away from home. 

But although Lucille and I were good 
friends and my folks liked her, our par- 
ents weren’t anything alike. Lucille 

yuld go a lot more places than I could, 
and her mother and father didn’t always 
seem to have clocks in their hands when 
she was out. She had been dating since 
she was fifteen, going to movies and 
picnics with boys, and later to dances 
and on graduation night a lot of the kids 
had a big party until three o’clock in 
the morning and Lucille went to that, but 
| couldn’t go. 


trying to make 


“It was a lot of fun,” she told me 
“It was at Esther’s. Her mother 
had a lot of ham and pizza and potato 
salad and pop, and some real good rec- 
rds and all the kids had a lot of fun. 
Oh, Buddy Benson and a couple of his 
friends crashed the party late and they 
40 


later. 





were smoking and | think Buddy had 
been drinking a little so Mr. Mayfield 
got them out—gently but firmly.” 

We had laughed about that, and deep 
down I had wished so much that I had 
been able to attend the party, but my 
father wouldn’t hear of it. “Finishing 
high school doesn’t mean you’re grown 
yet.” he had said. “I’m not going to 
have a daughter of mine going to a party 
that doesn’t start until midnight and 
have her stay out half the night.” 

“But you know Esther Mayfield,” I 
had protested, “It’s going to be at her 
house and Mr. and Mrs. Mayfield will 
be there and everything.” 

“I don’t care who’s having it and I 
don’t care who’s going to be there,” 
Daddy had said stubbornly. “I said 
you're not going and that’s that.” 


a baby, now could you be ‘led into some. 
thing’?” 

“I don’t know.” J] said. “But you 
know how my father is.” 

“Yeah,” Lucille said, and then with 
the index fingers of her hands she drew 
a big, imaginary square in mid-air. We 


both laughed. 


Cae was as merry as things 

could get around my house. | mean, 
there was just Mother and Daddy and 
me at home and we exchanged presents 
and drank egg nog and I helped Mother 
with dinner. A few people dropped in 
and out during the day—an aunt and a 
cousin and Lucille and Bobby Hilliard, 
the boy I went out with sometimes. | 
guess maybe you could say that Bobby 
and 1 were going steady, at least as 


We weren’t bad or wild at all, the way folks seemed 


to think. 


But there are some things a girl just 


can’t explain to her parents—if they’re like mine 


And that was that, just like he said. 
It had always been that way with my 
father. He didn’t care what other kids 
were doing or who was letting them do 
it. His mind was already made up, just 
like it was tonight about how long it 
should have taken me to get home from 
shopping. The fact that I was nearly 
eighteen and was working every day 
hadn’t changed anything as far as he 
was concerned. Oh, I could go out a 
little more and have dates, sure, but if | 
wasn’t home right on the dot when he 
thought I should be, I caught the very 
devil, and he was quite likely to forbid 
me to go out of the house for a week, 
except to go down to the Community 
Center to work. 

“Honestly, your mother and father 
don’t seem to trust you at all,” Lucille 
said when I told her the next day about 
the fuss my folks made. 

“I don’t think they don’t trust me,” | 
said, “but they just don’t seem to have 
much faith in young people and I guess 
they figure I might be led into some- 
thing.” 

“Oh, nuts,” Lucille said. “You’re not 


steady as Daddy would let me go. 

Bobby asked me about New Year's 
Eve. “Are we still going to the Candle- 
stick?” he asked. The reason he was 
asking was that the last time we talked 
about it, I still hadn’t said anything 
about it to my father. The Candlestick 
was a real nice club downtown where the 
Tommy Taylor trio was going to be 
playing New Year’s. Bobby and | had 
planned to double date with Lucille and 
her boy friend, Joe Sands, for dinner at 
the club after seeing a stage play at the 
Harper Theater. 

“It’s okay, Bobby.” I told him. “if 
you still want to take me.” 

“Sure I want to take you.” Bobby 
said. “That’s a silly question.” 

“Okay,” I said. 

Bobby was sweet, and he knew what 
| meant when I had added that, “if you 
still want to take me.” Most of the boys 
who had ever shown any interest in me 
had been scared away long time ago by 
my father. If they came visiting too 
often or stayed too late, Daddy wasn’t 
slow about chasing them out. But Bobby 
had always been careful and precise 
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about visits and dating. That was the 
way he was about everything. He had 
been one of the best students in school in 
science and math and chemistry, and was 
a star basketball player. Now that he 
was going to City College, he was the 
same way. 

I think that maybe Mother really liked 
Bobby, or maybe it was just that she 
was kind of anxious to see me married 
and off her hands “before anything hap- 
pens,” as she sometimes put it. I couldn’t 
for the life of me figure out why she 
thought anything had to happen. Just 
the same, I often had the feeling that 
Mother would breathe a lot easier when 


I had a husband. 


NYWAY, the holidays seemed to fly 

by and suddenly it was New Year’s 
Eve and Bobby was waiting for me 
downstairs. I had dressed very care- 
fully, putting on my black dress with a 
white lace piece down the front under 
the rhinestone buttons. I was glad that 
Daddy was out of the house so I wouldn’t 
have to get a lecture. Besides, it was 
New Year’s Eve, and everybody would 
be up seeing the new year in, although | 
usually had to be home on dates by mid- 
night. 

Bobby had his father’s car for the 
evening, and we had to pick up Lucille 
and her date. Then we drove to the 
Harper Theater. The show was a mu- 
sical, the first real live stage show I had 
ever seen. It was all about two girls who 
went to New York to get rich and famous 
as actresses, and how one of them de- 
cided instead that she would rather be 
married and have a home and children. 

All of us enjoyed it so much that we 
talked about it all the way to The Can- 
dlestick. We had pretty good appetites 
when we got there, but there was such a 
crowd at the door I was afraid we 
couldn’t get in. 

“Don’t worry,” Bobby told me. “Aft- 
er you said it was okay the other night, 
I telephoned and made reservations. 
That’s the way these things are done.” 

He cleared his throat and straightened 
his tie like a man of distinction, then 
winked his eye at me as he gave the 
head waiter his name and the man 
checked his list and then led us to a 
table. 

It was a fabulous night. The Tommy 
Taylor Trio played real smooth jazz and 
we all ate steaks and I’ll bet that Bobby 
and Joe skipped lunches for a month try- 


ing to make up for the money they spent. 
But it was fun and before we finished 
eating the waiters started passing out 
little pointed hats and whistles and con- 
fetti so we could all welcome in the new 
year. 

At exactly twelve, the Tommy Taylor 
Trio broke into a swing version of Auld 
Lang Syne and everybody blew horns 
and tossed confetti and wished every- 
body else a Happy New Year. Then 
some of the people started kissing and 
laughing and Bobby looked at me and 
we kissed and laughed too. People even 
began visiting other tables and wishing 
everybody good health and a long life 
and all that. 

The whole evening was tremendous 
fun, and before I realized what time it 
was, it was a little past one o'clock. 
“Bobby,” I whispered gently, “I think 
we'd better go. It’s awfully late.” 

Bobby glanced at his watch and let 
out a low whistle. “Golly, it is late,” he 
said. “Your old man will probably scalp 
me.” 

A lot of people were leaving about 
that time and some more were coming 
in so it took us fifteen minutes to get 
our coats, and another ten minutes for 
the doorman to bring Bobby’s car. 

Everybody in the car knew how my 
folks were, so it was agreed that I should 
be taken home first. Lucille and Joe 
waited in the car while Bobby took me 
in. The house was dark. 

“Have you got a key?” Bobby asked. 

“No, my father always says I don’t 
need one.” 

“Well, it’s two o’clock now. I guess 
we'll have to ring the bell and face the 
music.” 

What we heard when we got inside 
wasn’t exactly music. Daddy lit into 
Bobby something fierce, demanding to 
know where we had been, and shouting 
what time it was. “I'll have you know, 
young man, that I will not have my 
daughter kept out half the night running 
all over town,” he roared. 

“But Dad, it’s New Year’s,” I argued 
meekly. 

“T don’t care what it is!” he exploded. 
“I’m trying to raise you decently, and if 
you don’t have sense enough to know 
what’s good enough for you, then I do. 
I'll not have you laying out half the 
night—” 

“I haven’t been ‘laying out’ any 
place,” I wailed in protest. 

“We won’t discuss this any further,” 


Daddy said. “Young man, I hope I’ve 
made my point clear with you.” He 
turned to me: “Jean, as long as you are 
under my roof you will live by my rules. 
And I say this front door is locked at 
midnight and it stays locked.” 

As long as you are under my roof. 
The words stayed with me long after 
Bobby was gone, long into the wee 
morning hours, and I think that night, 
for the first time, I began to think se- 
riously of the day when I would no long- 
er be under my father’s roof. 


S HAD THE OTHERS before him. 
Bobby Hilliard went out of my life 
after that. Not suddenly, but he didn’t 
come to visit or take me out any more. 
He just telephoned often, and then the 
calls dropped off to just now and then. 
Daddy had scared another boy away. 

“Really, Jean, why do you let him do 
it?” Lucille asked me one day when we 
were discussing the fact that I didn’t 
have a date for a jazz concert. 

“T don’t let him, Lucille,” I answered. 
“What can I do? As long as I live at 
home, I have to do what he says. He’s 
made that clear.” 

“Then move out, get married, do any- 
thing. Only don’t let your father make 
an old maid out of you.” 

“Sure, move out on forty-five dollars 
a week. Or marry. Whom? And look 
who’s talking. I don’t see any ring on 
your finger.” 

“All right, Miss Smarty Pants, you 
can be the first to know. Joe and I are 
engaged.” 

“Oh, no, Lucille, really?” I squealed. 

“Honest,” she said. “He asked me 
Sunday. Oh, we don’t plan to get mar- 
ried for a year, or maybe two. But, 
that’s the way it is.” 

“What do your folks think about it?” 
I asked. 

“They’re all for it, especially since 
we're going to wait a little while until 
Joe has had more time in college. Ac- 
tually, we both intend to go on through 
school—unless of course we have chil- 
dren.” 

“Well, there'll always be that possibil- 
ity,” I giggled. 

“Let us hope so,” Lucille answered 
with a sly grin. 

Later, I sat and wondered about what 
Lucille had said. Was I on the way to 
being an old maid? I shuddered at the 
thought. But I had to admit she was 
right. I wasn’t (Continued on Page 60) 
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My mother before me was bad, and I would be just like 
her, they all said. That’s why I had to fight so hard. 


I couldn’t give in to that 


6¢f‘LORISS—A!” 

Sister Mattie’s piercing voice car- 
ried all the way from the kitchen of the 
parsonage to my little room off the 
front hall. I turned down the volume of 
my portable record player and opened 
the door. “Yes, ma’m?” I called. 

“You turn off that devilish machine 
and come here, young lady!” 

When Sister Mattie sounded like that, 
you didn’t keep her waiting. So I 
switched off the record player and hur- 
ried to see what she wanted. She met 
me at the door with a big spoon in her 
hand and shook it at me. “Here ] am 
trying to get the pastor’s dinner on the 
table and you're in there playing that 
phonograph loud enough to wake the 
dead!” she scolded. 

I ran to the cupboard and started get- 
ting out the dishes. “I’m sorry,” I said. 
“I didn’t notice what time it was.” 

“Called you half a dozen times, but 
you were too busy listening. to all that 
foolishness.” 

“But, Sister Mattie! That was Joel 
Waters and he sings nothing but gospel 
songs,” I protested. 

“Humph! That’s what he calls it,” 
she sniffed. “/ say it’s plain honky-tonk 
music!” 

I didn’t argue with her. Sister Mattie 
had a mind you couldn’t budge with a 
team of Texas mules. She had made up 
her mind not to like gospel music and if 
Joel Waters’ beautiful songs didn’t move 


sinful feeling called love 


her there was no sense in me trying to 
convince her otherwise. By the time I’d 
finished setting the table and putting up 
the chairs, Pastor Hardiman hadn’t come 
in yet, so I asked Sister Mattie if I could 
go back to my room. 

She looked around for something 
more for me to do, then finally said, “All 
right. But no more of that store front 
church music, mind you!” 

I put the record on anyway and turned 
the volume way down, feeling very 
wicked and daring. I seldom disobeyed 
Sister Mattie, but on something like this 
I really wasn’t being sinful, I told my- 
self. Gospel music was religious music 
and Joel Waters and his choir sang like 
a band of angels. More than once Pastor 
Hardiman had said that anything that 
makes you feel good and holy must be 
good itself. If Sister Mattie was too 
stubborn and set in her ways to agree 
with her own brother, then shame on 
her! 

But before the record was half over. 
there came Sister Mattie’s voice calling 
me back to the kitchen. “Hurry up. 
child,” she said when I rushed in. “The 
pastor brought company with him, so 
we'll eat in the dining room. Get out 
the good silverware and be sure to put on 
a clean tablecloth.” 

I hurriedly did as she told me and 
was in the kitchen helping her dish up 
the food when Pastor Hardiman and his 
guest came in off the front porch. “Who 


is it?” I asked her in a whisper. 

“Ed Beck, and it wouldn’t hurt to be 
extra nice to him tonight.” she said, 
She looked me over critically, wet her 
finger and smoothed my eyebrows, then 
nodded approvingly. “You go sit down, 
I'll serve.” 

Poor Sister Mattie! I thought. She 
was bound and determined that | should 
marry Ed Beck and I had resigned my.- 
self. As she said, I could do worse. | 
sighed. If only he made me feel like 
Joel Waters did when I played his rec. 
ords! 

I went into the dining room and 
took my seat, nodding politely to Ed 
Beck but favoring Pastor Hardiman with 
a smile. We sat with folded hands until 
Sister Mattie sat down, then Pastor Har- 
diman said the blessing. 

“Well, Clorissa, you look right pretty 
this evening,” Ed said. 

“Thank you,” I said, wishing he 
could think of a new greeting for a 
change. 

“A girl needs more than a pretty face 
to get along in this world,” Sister Mat- 
tie said quickly. 

“And I’d say our Clorissa has more 
than her share of what it takes.” Pastor 
Hardiman remarked with a fond smile. 

“Tl say!” Ed Beck nodded in agree- 
ment. 

“Oh, I agree. Clorissa’s bright and 
smart as a whip,” she went on, “If she’s 
a little flighty—well, it’s nothing the 
responsibility of a home of her own 
won't cure.” 

“Oh, Sister Mattie!” | mumbled. My 
cheeks burned in embarrassment and | 
stared at my plate, unable to eat. But 
she was just getting wound up good. 































































It’s easy! It’s fun! It’s interesting! 
How’d you like to have $50 extra every week? That 
would be wonderful, wouldn’t it? And that’s what 
could happen to you...if you joined the thousands 
of specially appointed ‘Lucky Heart Cosmetics Rep- 
resentatives who present one of America’s most pop- 
ular cosmetic lines. You.can be a man or woman of 
any age, and you don’t need any experience. We fur- 
nish everything. And y “everything” we include 
the completely fitted, leather-like display case 
shown at the right, filled with beautifully packaged, 
glamorous Lucky Heart Cosmetics. 


THE SECRET IS 
IN THE CASE! 





money for bills... money for church 
and money to spare...every week! 


HOW DID SHE DO IT? your 8 be thrilled when you find that you can turn 
Sylvio Sim d . ees time into regular income. You'll be de- 
wedrtthree lighted’ when a. a for yourself that Lucky 

ma A “sell on sight” because 

Lucky tne he has Color ~~ Make-up...and be- 
cause Lucky Heart knows what cosmetics women 
mene ae ee ar en ae © pee Say 
willing to pay the coupon below and 
learn the Path Heart os for yourself. Also, 
ou'll be able to buy your own cosmetics at the low, 
Ow price we give only to our special representatives. 


LUCKY HEART COSMETICS 


Money for “‘extras’’... 
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The feeling I had for Joel 

had to be wrong, that sudden 

desire that welled up inside 
me like a roaring flood 


For a young girl of marriageable age to 
sit around mooning over phonograph 
records, well! Of course, she added 
quickly, a husband and babies would 
soon put an end to that. 

“I don’t feel at all flighty listening to 
Joel Waters,” I said defensively. 

Sister Mattie merely grunted, but Pas. 
tor Hardiman glanced at Ed Beck and © 
said, “Joel Waters? That’s interesting. 
We discussed him at board meeting to- 
night.” 

“We sure did,” Ed Beck said. “I guess 
Clorissa will meet him in person before 
long.” 

“Perhaps rd better explain,” Pastor 
Hardiman said, cutting off Sister Mat- 
tie’s shocked exclamation. I sat up 
straight in my chair, straining not to 
miss a single word. “As you know, 
we've been discussing ways of raising 
money for the church. The quickest way 
to obtain the amount we need is to have 
a concert, and Joel Waters will be the 
guest soloist.” 

“He sure will,” Ed Beck added. “We 
voted on it tonight.” 

Sister Mattie spluttered like a wet hen. 
Pastor Hardiman said, “Your views on 
gospel music were ably presented, my 
dear sister. But I’m afraid I must agree 
with the majority. Although our hymns 
are not quite so spirited, gospel songs 
can be just as devout and uplifting as 
the songs we sing.” 

“Well, I never!” Sister Mattie said 
indignantly, and she was silent for the 
rest of the meal. I could hardly wait for — 
Ed Beck to leave and when Sister Mattie 
brusquely told me that she’d do the 
dishes, | ran to my room and got out 
my album of Joel Waters. There was a 
big color picture of him on the front 
and I'd never seen a man as beautiful 
as that. 

The thought of meeting him in per- 
son, maybe even talking to him, was al- 
most too much to bear. Maybe at last 
something good would happen to me. 
Not that Pastor Hardiman and his spin- 
ster sister hadn’t been kind to me. They 
were the only family I knew and it was 
more than Christian charity that made 
them take in (Continued on Page 78) 
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Style No. 167 — PRETTY 2 PIECE. A two-piece outfit of 


‘washable ribbed cotton knit; slimly tapered with kick 


pleat. Elasticized waist band for trim hip fit. Pearlized 
button trim. Push-up sleeve. Red, heather gray, or 
powder blue. 


TWILIGHT SERENADE. The smooth-curved dress is 
rayon and acetate thick and thin, fabric by James- 
town, so cool with its lovely scoop decolletage. In 
powder blue, pink or aqua. 

Add the contrasting matchup rayon with the look of 
linen duster for the perfect ensemble. In aqua, pink, 
or powder blue. 

Style No. 6091 — Dress Sold 
Style No. 6092 — Duster Separately 


Style No. 451—CLINGING VINE. The chemise with a 
shape .. . displayed to perfection in this tailored day- 
time dress of rayon menswear. Trés jaunty, too, with 
its stand-up collar and fake pocket trim. Beige, black 
and red. 


Style No. 622 — DEEP DIP. Beautiful rayon menswear 
deftly curved to outline your figure, its neckline dip- 
ping low. This beauty buttons to a fantail skirt whirl- 
round pleats. Beige, navy. or powder blue. 
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Get fast relief from 


ITCHING, STINGING 
MISERY of 


Acne Pimples, Bumps (Blackheads) 
Eczema, Ringworm, Irritated Feet 
and other common skin discomforts ! 








Join the thousands of users of Black and White Oint- 
ment who praise the wonderful relief it brings to 


itching, stinging skin misery. If you’ve been disap- 
pointed by other lotions and ointments—now try 
this proven help. Start using Black and White 
Ointment—today. Trial size 20c, Regular size 35c, 
414 times as much in large 75c 
size. Clean your skin with 
Black and White Soap. 
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02 MERMAID BATE 
ee taffeta 1-piece sheath. 
V-neck is almost off shoulder. 
Below the elbow sleeves. Fits 
If It's New, It's Frederick's! smugly down to mermaid 
if It’s Frederick's, it's New! flounce of same ao 


Rose. 
15, 10 to 20. ** 510.08 





BE #2127 «=BELLE-VE-DEAR 2553 STUNNED 
PADDED Glamour at a price you've never He will be when he sees this 
dreamed possible! Slinkysheath stunnine sheath in shimmer- 
is naughty Nylon and Acetate ing acetate taffeta! Snares 
matte jersey, % lined. Black or f every curve right down 
, White. Sizes 8 to 20. . $17.88 to torrid little fishtail flounce 
; sational creation, sensa 
Lost | low price. Black 
Pacific Blue, Red. 7-15. $12.96 
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Child Care: 


The Importance 





Of Immunization 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


ONE OF THE QUESTIONS that | 

am most frequently asked by anx- 
ious parents is: After my child has been 
exposed to a contagious disease, will he 
catch it? 

To a pediatrician this question seems 
related to the old saw about locking the 
barn door after the horse has been 
stolen. With such common childhood 
diseases as chicken pox, mumps and Ger. 
man measles, this is, to all practical pur- 
poses, true. Exposure usually guarantees 
that the disease will follow unless the 
child has had the disease before. 

However, there are some serious ill- 
nesses that can be avoided even after ex- 
posure, provided that immunization 
takes place within a short time. Among 
these, a vaccination against smallpox 
done with fresh vaccine within 24 to 36 


hours after exposure can usually be as- 


sured because the incubation period of 
smallpox is close to 21 days and a vac- 
cination takes in 9 or 10 days. 


Today, most children are protected in — 
infancy by vaccines against scarlet fever, — 


diphtheria, whooping cough and polio- 
myelitis. 
and semi-rural areas immunization is 
neglected, and when these families move 
to larger cities where their children are 
exposed to contagious diseases they are 
highly susceptible to them. 

Too often we tend to feel that the 
population in our large cities do not 
die in major epidemics because the 
germs have disappeared. This is not 
true. The germs are still here, but we 
are protected from epidemics primarily 
because of the immunization policies of 
local health departments. If your child 
has been exposed to a communicable dis- 
ease, see your physician. He will know 
whether or not the child is apt to come 


down with it, and how long it will be be — 
fore it appears. Meanwhile, make sure — 


that your child has protective immuniza- 


tion from three months of age to 18 — 
This will protect him against ~ 
smallpox, diphtheria, whooping cough, — 


months. 


tetanus and scarlet fever. 





Unfortunately, in some rural” 
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New Ideas For Appetite Appeal 


PRING will soon be here, and new ideas for 
homemakers are in order. Casserole cook- 
ing is becoming more popular every day, so 
why not whet the appetites of your family 
with a curry of garden vegetables, sim- 
mered in a one-dish meal, from stove to 
table in an attractive Anker pot. Sieved 
egg yolk and shredded coconut may 
be served on curry as garnish. For 
more ideas, see following page. 
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Spanish Skillet Supper 
Preheat skillet to 350° F. Combine 3% cu 


W HEN IT COMES to the main dish in a meal, a bit of variety Spanish rice, 1 cup chopped chicken or tun 
Y puts a big boost in lagging, between-season appetites. Your 1 cup sour cream, 1'/ tsps. chili powder, 

family will welcome some unusual dishes as a delicious change from tsp. garlic salt, in skillet. Cook, stirring o 
the “meat and potatoes” routine. Many one-dish or casserole type 
dishes have combinations of taste-tempting flavors that make a meal 
1 real joy. Often, however, homemakers are puzzled as to just which 
ombinations of flavors will suit all members of the family and yet mixture in skillet. 
answer the quest for something different. TAN’s Home Service De- melted. Hold at this temperature to serv 


yartment shows a few unusual ways to serve some of your favorite 


Between Season Appetite Perker-Uppers 





casionally, until mixture begins to boil. R 






duce temperature to 210°F. Cut sharp chees 






slices lengthwise into strips, arrange ot 






Simmer until cheese i 











I< ods. 






Mexican Corn Pudding Ham-Vegetable Cream Puffs 
ymbine 3 slightly beaten eggs, 2 cups cream corn, %% cup Make cream puff shells by directions on box. For filling, melt 











icker crumbs, 1 tsp. grated onion, 2 tbsps. chopped green 2 tbsps. butter. Add 4% cup chopped onion, 2 tbsps. chopped 

pper, 2 thsps. chopped pimiento, ¥% tsp. salt, 14 tsp. pepper, green pepper and brown lightly. Stir in 3 tbsps. flour, % tsp. 

sp. dry mustard. Add 1 can sliced Vienna sausage. Pour salt. Add 1 cup milk, cook and stir until thickened. Add 1 cup 

a greased casserole. Bake in 350°F. over 1 hour. Arrange chopped cooked ham, and 4% cup each of cooked kernel corn 

ther can of Vienna sausage over top of casserole the last and cubed carrots, Y tsp. prepared mustard. Mix well. Fill 
15 minutes of baking. cream puff shells with mixture. 








Brand Names 
make 
wise 
buying 


easier! 

















bm don’t have to be an expert shopper to 
be assured of satisfaction when you buy 
by Brand Name. 


Brand Names are built on your confidence. 
You and your neighbors dictate the standards 
a Brand Name product must meet to consist- 
ently deliver the value and service you want. 


A respected Brand Name is a manufacturer’s 
most valuable asset and he spares no effort to 
protect it by constantly bettering his product. 


A Brand Name is the maker’s guarantee of 
satisfaction which is doubly endorsed by the 
dealer who sells it. 


For dependable quality and consistent satisfac- 
tion you do better with brands you know; 
get to know those you see advertised in this 
magazine. 


To get the most for your money buy by Brand 
Name and be sure! 


A Brand Name is a maker’s reputation 





CONFIDENCE 


BRAND 


NAMES 


SATISFACTION 





BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION, INC., 437 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 16, N.Y. 








A PREVIEW 
OF SUMMER 
SEPARATES 





Large beige floral print hopsack- 
ing sleeveless blouse has match- 
ing slim skirt with self fabric belt. 








th 


ack- 
tch- 
belt. 








is shown repeatedly in early 
summer casual clothes. The 
vivid floral print has come into 
its own and is shown in every- 
thing from evening dresses to 
simple sportswear. Inexpensive 
cotton fabrics are used for 
matching blouses, shorts and 
slim skirts. For the most part. 
these fabrics are easy to care for 
and require little or no ironing. 


Big fabric news this season is 
hopsacking, which is making its 
appearance for sports and regu- 
lar daytime wear. TAN’s cotton 
separates by Monocle Shirt 
Co., are priced from $3.95 to 
$6.95. Shoes by Pappagallo. 


White polished cotton roll-up 
sleeved blouse has matching skirt, 
with self belt through skirt loops. 


HE COORDINATED LOOK 
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iving room with the American theme embodies the best style 
color. Draperies for corner windows are “Barcelona” print 
pink beige with accents of rich brown and terra cotta. 


FANCY WIND 


VERY HOME needs a lift for the spring—a fresh paint 
job, wall cleaning or new draperies. Since home sewing 
gain popular, it is inexpensive and easy to make your 
draperies. Fine new washable, long-wearing fabrics in 





a child's room is an imaginative design, Waverly’s 
srousel,” a bright, gay print in tangerine, yellow and 
rsweet on white. Frame print cut-outs for pictures. 


Cafe curtains for the boys’ room or sewing room are in a real 


American print. Soldiers with fife and drums, teamed with 
matching lamps, add touch of early America to the room. 


W DRESSING 


gay colors can be purchased within limited budgets. To 
show how cleverly your windows can be treated, TAN pre- 
sents a few ideas in fancy window dressings, executed by 


Waverly Fabrics of New York. 


Two-tiered, glosheen cul 
tains have “Enchantment” 


print appliqued border. 


Hobby room for the men of 
the family, shows curtains 
in “Sports Afield” print. 
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Le TAN Movie Previews 
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THE BUCCANEER 


Paramount Studios lifts a page from the history of the War of 1812. set in New 
Orleans. for its colorful, swashbuckling production of The Buccaneer. The story 
gutlines the role played in American history by Jean Lafitte (Yul Brynner). This 
Tegendary character is generally accepted as a peg-legged free-booter who heads a 









nd of pirates. Under Henry Wilcoxson’s direction and Cecil B. DeMille’s super- 





jon, the great man becomes a suave and gentlemanly old New Orleans-type who 






gas much at home in a drawing room as he is on a gunboat. 
| Cast with Brynner in the epic are Charleton Heston (as Gen. Andrew Jackson). 










Flaire Bloom as a fiery Louisiana belle who alternately loves and hates Lafitte, and 
Inger Stevens (Annette Claiborn), properly proper as the Louisiana governor’s 
daughter and Lafitte’s true love. Charles 
Boyer (Domingue You) plays the role 
of Lafitte’s 
Woody Strode also has a minor part in 
the film. 

Except for a wordy script and some 


chief aide. Negro actor 


rather obvious departures from histori- 
cal fact. The Buccaneer comes across 
as a pretty good blood and sabre movie. 
Brynner is acceptably dashing in the 
starring role and Heston is characteris- 









. tically forbidding as General Jackson. 
de Woody Strode in “The Buccaneer.” With its combination of “name” Holly- 
wood actors. the film is a likely box 
G ofice winner, at least for the not-unimportant adolescent trade. 
f THE REMARKABLE MR. PENNYPACKER 
ee Devotees of the zany antics and pix) 
od by wit of Clifton Webb will be delighted 
“ with his latest film The Remarkable Mr. 
Pennypacker. The 20th-Century Fox 


CinemaScope picture is a delightful con- 
coction of amusing situations, ingenuous 
arguments. bruised feelings, hysterical 
crises and family ultimatums. 

The Remarkable Mr. Pennypacker is 
indeed a remarkable 1890s story about a 
well-to-do pork packer. Pa Pennypacker 
(Clifton Webb), who had branches of 


his business in Philadelphia and Harris- Clifton Webb as Pennypacker. 





burg, Pa.. and, as his Harrisbug famil\ 

discovers to their chagrin, two families—one of eight in Harrisburg. one of nine 
in Philadelphia. 

ue Since his business kept him on a strict schedule of one month in each city, his 
Harrisburg menage never learned of the existence of the second family until the 
mm suddenly impending marriage of their eldest daughter necessitated breaking tradi- 
) f tion and calling father back from Philadelphia for the Harrisburg wedding. 

‘ 


h Mr. Pennypacker, who has embraced bigamy as a result of his scientific and 
‘= “SF philosophic belief. is found out when his eldest Philadelphia son arrives in Harris- 
cur burg to warn his father the sheriff is after him. 
vent” 


To make sure she is his legal wife, Ma Pennypacker of Harrisburg insists on a 
remarriage, adding that she thought he was a free-thinker not a free-doer. 














RIVIERA ORIGINALS, Dept. 70-3 
803 MacDonough St., Brooklyn 33, N. Y. 


( PREPAID: | enclose full amount, plus 25¢ postage. { 


(1 C.0.0.: | enclose $1.00 deposit, I'll. pay balance, I 
plus postage and handling charges on delivery. 
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SATISFACTION GUARANTEED ail 
te 


OFFER 


For masking odors of 
strong foods, liquor, to- 
bacco, etc. A delight once 
tried! Send $2.00 (check, 
or money order—-not cash 
or C.0.D.) for $2.40 
value—24 packets of 
large 10¢ size—-12 tab- 
lets, direct to you by in- 
sured parcel post, prepaid. 


AMERICAN CHEWING PRODUCTS CORP. 
150 Mt. Pleasant Ave., Box “T,"" Newark 4, MN. J. 


49 


SCENTED 
VIOLET 
FLAVORED 
CHEWING 
GUM 
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MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS . DEPT. E20 

608 S. DEARBORN ST. + CHICAGO 5, ILL. 
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eo | EN BATON ROUGE, LA., speedster Melvin Dugas, overtaken by a police car as he 
zipped along at 120 miles per hour, blithely explained to arresting officers: “| 
was just trying to get out of your way.” 


— * * 


In Washington, D. C., a pair of cocky bandits robbed a market of $350, as they 
fled taunted owner Leon Ratner to “go ahead and call the cops,” learned to their 
chagrin 15 minutes later as they faced arresting policemen that he had successfully 


followed their advice. 


* * * 


In Lenoir, N. C., police suspiciously eyed a spigot protruding from a wall in the 
home of Ralph Dixon, discovered when they tore out the wall that the faucet was 
attached to a 10-gallon can of moonshine. 


a * * 


In Baltimore, Md., after listening to a minister eulogize a departed brother, an 
unidentified man arose and addressed the mourners: “I have something to say. I’m 


at the wrong funeral.” 
* * * 


In Detroit, Mich., 92-year-old Mrs. Beatrice Williams turned down her relatives 


offer of a birthday celebration on the grounds that it was “too much fuss and 
bother.” 


* * * 


In Washington, D. C., 25-year-old elevator operator Major Hamilton pleaded 
guilty to stealing 49 cents from a desk drawer at the U. S. Information Agency after 


police produced a photo, taken by a hidden automatic camera, showing Hamilton 
with his hand in the till. 


* * * 


In Chicago, Ill., rhyming disc jockey Holmes (Daddy-O) Daylie had two new 
record albums and a batch of Christmas cards stolen from his auto, two days later 
got all the loot back in the mails with a note declaring: “I’m a loyal fan of yours. 


I had to return these.” 
o * * 


In Fort Worth, Texas, nobody at the Equitable Savings Association office thought 
much about the stocky “electrician” who set up a ladder behind the tellers’ cage and 
began working on the lights until he disappeared a few minutes later—with a waste 
basket and $100,000. 


* * * 


In Hollywood, Calif., while working on a movie, ancient baseball pitcher Leroy 
(Satchel) Paige recalled how he explained things to a Mexican official while seeking 
an entry permit: “He ast me how old I was, and I told him the truth—49. Then he 











ast me how long I had been playing ball, and I told him the truth—43 years.” 
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Must I Pay Forever? 


(Continued from Page 25) 


low. “And whatever you do, darling. don’t 
call Harper ‘Professor.’ He’s a Ph.D. His 
wife is—” 

“Will you get out of here and let me 
dress!” I said in mock anger. “Really, 
darling. you’d think I wasn’t housebroken 
or something. the way you fret.” 

“[ just want it to go well, that’s all,” 
he pouted. “Gwen, in a college like this, 
the classroom work is only part of the job. 
The other. and perhaps the most impor- 
tant. is fitting into the social life of the 
faculty.” 

“So don’t pick up the wrong fork at din- 
ner or you might lose your job, is that it?” 

“Of course not! You'll be accepted be- 
cause you’re my wife. I just—” 

I cut him off with a quick kiss and closed 
the door in his face. My fingers trembled 
as I fastened on my earrings. All that 
chatter about “fitting in” had upset me. 
Doug had said that I would be accepted 
because I was his wife, but when I met 
the faculty and their wives, “tolerated” 
would have been a better word. 

One or two of them were genuinely 
friendly, but most of them were so puffed 
up with their own importance they could 
barely move. It didn’t take me long to 
see there was a pattern to faculty functions 
at Milford. The head of the department 
always did most of the talking, while the 
younger professors stood around and lit his 
cigar, laughed at his jokes and asked 
stupid questions. 

It was more complicated among the 
wives. Naturally, the wife of a depart- 
ment head occupied the place of honor. 
But a professor’s wife who happened to 
have money of her own or prominent par- 
ents could—and did—look down on an- 
other woman whose husband made more 
money and occupied a higher staff position. 
One frumpy looking woman, who sipped 
her drink only when she thought nobody 
was looking, was almost totally ignored, 
although her husband had been at Milford 
for twenty years. I learned later that she 
had once tried unsuccessfully to get her 
husband to divorce her. Ever since, she 
had been a social nobody. 

Despite their snobbishness I found the 
men friendly and attentive. I knew I had a 
good figure and the dress I wore showed 
it off to best advantage. If the neckline was 
too low, as Doug feared, it seemed to 
fascinate the brainy professors, especially 
the older ones. But it was just the op- 
posite when I invaded the female circle. 
They sat around and gave me the eye, 
very politely, of course, but I could tell 
they were wondering about my _back- 
ground. 

They talked to each other for a while 
and I just sipped my cocktail and listened. 
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Finally. Mrs. Hill, wife of the assistant 
department head, said, “Mrs. Winston, we 
were discussing something a moment ago 
that you may be able to help us with. We 
want to change the rules for the home- 
coming dance this year and the ladies here 
tell me my suggestions won’t work.” She 
eave me a chilly smile and went on, “Of 
course, they may be right. After all, ’'m 
just a poor alumna of Howard and .. . by 
the way. what is your alma mater?” 

It was hard to believe that she didn’t 
ilready know that I hadn’t finished col- 
lege and that she was deliberately trying 
to show me up. Well. here it is, I told my- 
self. “I’m afraid there’s only one college 
craduate in our family. Mrs. Hill,” I said. 
“You see. I had to work while Doug took 
his degree.’ 

“Bravo! Good for you, my dear,” the 
frumpy woman in the corner spoke up 
suddenly. “I think every wife should work, 
do something to keep from withering on 
the vine.” 

Right after Mrs. Moody’s unexpected 
moral support, the subject was changed 
and I was spared from Florence Hill’s 
snobbish questioning. Somehow, I made 
it through the rest of the evening. After 
the affair was over I was ready to forget 
about our cute little house and Doug’s 
job and run back to the city. But seeing 
how impressed he was at being part of 
the upper class at Milford, I said nothing 
and vowed to “fit in” if it killed me. 

It very nearly did. The boredom, the 
pretense. the chilly relationships almost 
smothered me. The only bright spot in 
my existence as Doug buried himself deep- 
er and deeper in books and bull sessions 
with his colleagues was my friendship 
with Hal Ford. He began coming around 
regularly after classes, always leaving be- 
fore Doug got home. There was nothing 
about it. The two of them didn’t 
hit it off well so there was no point in 
making Hal’s visits an issue. 

Hal was twenty-one and perfectly built 
for the terrific athlete he was. But he was 
more than a dumb football player. Since 
| had nothing else to do I read a lot and 
Hal used to sit around discussing all the 
latest novels. On Wednesday nights. Doug 
held conferences in his office for students 
and usually ate dinner at the coffee shop 
and then sat around arguing with the up- 
per classmen. 

\t first, I hated every minute Doug was 
1way from me. I couldn’t bring myself to 
spend all my time at hen parties with 
other professors’ wives. Hal Ford’s warmth 
and understanding were a welcome relief 
from the almost hostile atmosphere I grew 
to hate so much. 

We had been at Milford for nearly a 
year when Doug had to take a group of 
students up to the city. I begged him to 
take me along, but it was useless. Maybe 
[ had a premonition that something would 
happen with him away from me for a long 
weekend. Maybe I made up my mind sub- 
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sneaky 


consciously to get even with Doug for 
leaving me alone so much of the time. 
That doesn’t excuse what happened. It 
helps to explain it. 


I T WAS SATURDAY night and I was 

alone in the house. so lonely and so 
miserable I couldn’t concentrate on the 
book I held in my lap. I heard footsteps 
on the porch and wondered who my visitor 
could be. It was Hal. He had a bottle 
with him. Final exams were over, he told 
me, and he’d been out celebrating. 

“Then I thought about you, Gwen. 
Stuck away in this God-awful place, the 
only real human in Milford! I just had 
to have a drink with you.” 

“Just one, then,” I said after a moment’s 
hesitation. “After all, a lonely faculty 
wife and a handsome young student who is 
half-drunk and—” 

“Intoxicated, Gwen, not drunk,” he 
laughed. “Intoxicated with the thought of 
kissing this dump a not-so-fond farewell!” 

“Well, anyway, it would be dangerous 
for you to stay.” 

He held my eyes in a steady gaze. “Dan- 
gerous for your reputation, because of 
what people might think. or dangerous be- 
cause of what might happen... ?” 

I turned away. “Nothing’s going to hap- 
pen, Hal. Nothing at all!” 

But I had been alone too often. neglected 
for too long. Despite my resolve to keep 
my guard up. I found myself relaxing in 
the warmth of Hal’s unconcealed admira- 
tion and lulled into a false sense of secur- 
ity by the drinks we had. I suddenly found 
myself in his arms and I was too starved 
for affection. too weak with desire to fight 
him off... 

Afterwards, we were both ashamed. Hal 
tried to apologize but I only wanted him 
out of there. Words. no matter how sin- 
cere, could never ease the shame and 
guilt that poured over me. Hal slipped 
outside and vanished into the night. 

However. Fate had decreed that my in- 
discretion would not remain hidden. 
Shortly after Doug returned from his trip 
I noticed a definite change in his attitude 
toward me. It was nothing I could put my 
finger on and I figured it must be my 
conscience bothering me. Then, one day 
about a week later, Hal stormed into the 
house. He had just flunked the oral exam 
in Doug’s class. 

“That means I won’t graduate.” he said 
bitterly. “I know he has never liked me, 
but that’s no reason for this. Gwen, he 
must have found out—about us.” 

I tried to tell him Doug would not be 
that vindictive. I told him that my husband 
hadn’t once voiced any suspicion. But 
that didn’t change the facts, and by the 
end of the week Hal had quit school. Still, 
Doug said nothing about Hal. In fact, he 
said nothing about anything. Beyond a 
curt greeting in the morning and at night 


when he came home. we didn’t exchange g 
dozen words a day. 

I tried to pretend that there was nothing 
unusual between us, even though it meant 
wearing a painted-on smile when we went 
to faculty teas or had guests to the house. 
Doug made such a point of ignoring me 
completely that I finally said one night, 
“Doug—I'd like to go away for a while. | 
think it would be good for both of us.” 

“Really? And where would you go, my 
darling wife?” he said sarcastically, 
“Would you join your football hero?” 

“You'd better explain that.” I said cold. 
ly. 

An evil smile contorted his face. “You 
don’t really want an explanation, do you? 
None is needed, Gwen, darling. It’s all so 
perfectly clear.” He leered at me so hard 
I drew back. “Yes. it’s written all over 
your face.” 

“Doug. I—” 

“Want to tell me about it? I’ve been 
waiting, you know.” 

I gasped. “You mean—you knew all 
along?” 

“Oh, come now! Did you really have il- 
lusions you could keep your sordid affair a 
secret in a small place like this?” 

“Tt was no affair!” 

His lip curled. “Maybe you have a nicer 
word for it?” 

I fell to my knees beside his chair. 
“Doug—” The tears started and I didn’t 
try to stop them. “I’m so sorry. darling! 
I—I didn’t mean to hurt you.” 

He leaped to his feet. his eyes blazing. 
“Hurt me? Ill never let you hurt me. 
destroy my position here!” he shouted. 
“Look, I don’t know whether you’re in love 
with that guy or if you thought he could 
help you get out of Milford.” He held up 
his hand. “Oh, I know you don’t like it 
here. You never did. But I don’t give a 
damn why you did it! All I know is. 
you’re not going to make a laughing stock 
of me!” 

He poked his finger in my face and his 
voice grated. “You’re not going anywhere! 
You’ll stay right here until I get a promo- 
tion. I’m not letting you or anybody else 
mess up my career!” 


ND SO I STAYED, thoroughly miser- 

able and unhappy. I had to act any 
time I was away from home, pretend to be 
the thoughtful. loving wife of that nice 
Professor Winston. When we were out to 
gether, Doug was so sweet you'd think we 
were newlyweds. Once we got behind 
closed doors, it was a different story. An 
ugly story. 

No longer was Doug tender and gentle 
with me. I remember the first time he took 
me in his arms after our big fight. For @ 
moment, I thought he was yielding to the 
decent, understanding side of his nature. 
But he leered at me and said, “You'll have 
to forgive me if I’m not a polished lover, 
darling. I haven’t had as much practice 4 


Hal Ford!” 
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[ reeled as if he had struck me. Fran- 
tically, I struggled to free myself from his 
embrace. But he only laughed and hurled 
insults at me and had his way with me. 

There would be weeks when Doug 
treated me as if I were a stick of furniture 
around the house. Then desire would rise 
in him and he would force his attentions on 
me. If I fought, he would ask me if I pre- 
ferred Hal’s embraces. If I submitted 
meekly, he would taunt me as if I was a 
prostitute. Sometimes, I thought I would 
go out of my mind. 

Doug’s promotion came _ through 
schedule. but he said nothing about re- 
leasing me from the private hell to which 
he had consigned me. Then, little Richie 
was born. I can see Doug now as he 
checked the calendar, counting back to see 
if the child was really his. 

All the love and attention he denied 
me, Doug showered on Richie. As far as 
Doug was concerned, I was just the baby’s 
nursemaid. At social functions, I found 
myself drawn closer and closer to Mrs. 
Moody, the outcast of the group. Although 
she was older than I. she seemed to be as 
unhappy as I was. 

It was she. more than anyone else ex- 
cept Richie, who helped me retain my 
sanity. She never pried into my business 
but talking with her released much of the 
tension that was building up inside me. At 
night I prayed for strength to stand up 
under the punishment of Doug’s hatred 
that was the penalty for my sin. 

At last. unable to bear any 
asked Doug to divorce me, set me free. I 
begged him to end the torture I had suf- 
fered for five long years. 

“Only five years?” Doug said in a cold, 
detached voice. “Not long enough, my 
dear. For what you did. even ten years 
would not be long enough!” 

“Who are you to pass judgment?” I 
screamed. “Who gave you the right to—” 

“Tam your husband. You are the wife 
who broke her marriage vows and you pay 
and keep on paying for that!” His eyes 


on 


more, I 


gleamed sadistically. “I tell you quite 
frankly that it’s convenient to have you 
around. A married professor has more 


stature, and of course, there’s the baby 
to be cared for. But in a few years—” He 
paused, his mouth moving spasmodically, 
and for the first time I realized that he was 
sick, 

“In a few years, Gwen darling, neither 
Richie nor I will need you. Then—and 
only then—will I let you go!” 


[ WAS TOO STUNNED to argue then. 

If Doug were really mentally ill, as I 
suspected, there was nothing I could say. 
There was no way to reason with him. I 
made up my mind to leave. If there had 
been even a trace of the love we once 
felt for each other, I would have stayed 
and tried to help him. But I just couldn’t 
face another day of Doug’s insane mental 
bullying. It was worse than being physical- 
ly beaten, 


[ waited until Wednesday when Doug 
would be away most of the evening, then 
I hurriedly packed some things for Richie 
and me and headed for the bus depot. I 
didn’t call a cab because we'd be too easy 
to trace. I hoped to get away before Doug 
discovered our flight. 

Now. as I sat on the bench and nibbled 
at the Hershey bar I'd got from the ma- 
chine. I silently prayed that we would get 
away. But Fate was unkind to me. 

I was sitting there with my eves closed 
when I felt Richie stir. “Daddy!” he cried 
happily. 

My heart went dead. Even before I 
opened my eyes I knew that I had failed. 


Slowly, I looked up at Doug. standing 
there wild-eyed and hatless. “Let’s go 
home, Gwen.” he said in a strange voice. 


“Don’t make a scene.” 

[ stood up and faced him. “I’m going. 
Doug,” I said firmly. “I’m taking Richie 
with me and there’s nothing you can do to 
stop me!” 

“Taking him where?” 
will you take care of him? 
live?” 


he sneered. “How 
How will you 


“Wherever I live. it won’t be on my 
knees any more!” T spat. “I’m human. I 
can’t take any more!” My voice rose 


shrilly and he glanced around anxiously. 
“And I will make a scene! I don’t give a 
damn about your precious career. I—” 

He lunged forward and caught me by 
the throat. Horrible sounds rasped from 
his lips. I fought back all my 
strength, screaming at the top of my lungs. 
I'd forgotten about the soldier sleeping at 
the other end of the waiting room. A mo- 
ment later he came rushing up and pulled 
Doug away from me. 

Just then the air horn of a bus sounded 
outside. “Here’s our bus. Mommy!” I 
heard Richie call out. I looked 
He was out on the platform toddling to- 
ward the unloading ramp when I saw him. 

“Richie!” 

It seemed my very soul ripped from me 
with that agonized scream. But it was too 
late. Before my unbelieving eyes my baby 
ran right into the path of the oncoming 
bus. It was like some nightmarish slow 
motion film as his little body hit the side 
of the bus and sailed through the air 

When did it start? With my decision to 
leave Doug? With my moment of stolen 
love? Or did the tragedy really start when 
I married Doug? I loved him and I think 
he loved me. but we were worlds apart in 
too many ways. 

Was my infidelity the cause of Doug’s 
unbalanced mind? Or was the weakness 
already there, ready to show through the 


with 


around. 


first time trouble shook his neat little 
world? I don’t know the answers. Alone 
and unloved, I’m still searching. In a way, 


Doug is more fortunate. He needs no an- 

swers at the hospital where they took him. 

The price he paid is terrible indeed. 
Perhaps someday I will know when my 


guilt has been atoned. THE END 
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Fast Young Widow 


(Continued from Page 21) 


When Al decided to join the Merchant 
Marines I was greatly relieved. Someone 
else would have the responsibility of keep- 
ing him in line now, I thought. Mom 
hated to see him go, and I did what I 
could to make it up to her. I guess that 
was one of the reasons I never got mar- 
ried. There were plenty of nice girls in 
Dobson and I dated most of them. But ap- 
parently they decided that between taking 
care of Mom and looking after Al. I 
would never get around to taking a wife. 

\nyway. when Al came back on his last 
visit. I was glad to see him. I was hoping 
he had matured enough to take over and 
give me a chance to live a little. I even 
thought about leaving Dobson and going 
up to Ocean City. which was a port city 
and big enough to be exciting. Then Al 
dropped the bombshell—he had already 
signed on another ship. 

We said goodbye and shook hands right 
there on the porch and somehow IT had a 
feeling that I would never see him 
again... 

“Yes. Al Braden was my brother.” I 
said to the cop. “Johnnie Mae Woods. as 
you call her, is his widow.” 

“Know anything about her?” 

\ fresh breeze stirred the big elm in 
the front yard and carried along the gay 
voices of children playing somewhere down 
the block. From upstairs. I could hear the 
portable TV in Mom’s room. The typical 
sounds of a small town at nightfall were 
all around the heavy silence on the porch. 
The cops waited patiently. 

I knew plenty about Johnnie Mae, at 
least all I needed to know. I cleared my 
throat and told them about my beautiful 
carefully leaving out the 
parts that were personal .. . 





sister-in-law 


HE TELEGRAM ALMOST a year be- 

fore saying that Al was dead came as a 
shock that nearly bowled me over. I just 
couldn’t picture my smiling, fun-loving 
brother lying lifeless and cold somewhere. 
[ told Mom that he had been hurt and that 
[ would go to Ocean City to be with him. 
I'd figure a way to break the bad news to 
her later. 

When I got to the morgue I was told that 
\l had been killed in a car crash and that 
the police were investigating. I asked if I 
could take the body back to Dobson with 
me. The attendant said, “The body’s been 
released for burial, but the widow is mak- 
ing arrangements for the funeral.” 

“Widow? But my brother wasn’t mar- 
ried!” I protested. 

The attendant threw up his hands. 
“Look, mister, I only know what I’ve been 
told. You and the lady better get together 
and let me know what I’m supposed to do.” 

I found the address he gave me and 


o4 


climbed rickety stairs to the third floor of 
the shabby apartment house. I knocked 
on the door and heard a woman’s voice 
call out that it was unlocked. I went in- 
side and found myself in a cluttered room, 
smoke-filled and littered with dirty glasses, 
empty beer cans and overflowing ash trays. 
The woman on the sofa pushed away the 
man who was drunkenly pawing her and 
looked at me bleary-eyed. “Yeah?” 

“I’m looking for Mrs. Braden.” I said. 
“TI was told she lives here.” 

The woman ran a hand through her un- 
kempt hair. “Nobody here by that name. 
You got the wrong place. mister.” 

“Obviously.” I said, certain that Al 
would never have anything to do with any- 
one who lived in such a dump. As I turned 
to go. the woman yelled out. “Hey. John- 
nie Mae! You know anybody named Bra- 
den?” 

I heard a door down the hall open and a 
girl walked slowly into the room. There 
was something about the way she walked 
and held her head erect that drew my at- 
tention away from the cheap, flashy clothes 
she wore. Her eyes were puffed and red- 
rimmed. and when she talked her voice was 
dull and listless. 

“I’m Johnnie Mae Braden,” she said. 
“My lawyer told me not to talk to any- 
body. But it doesn’t matter. I’ve already 
admitted I was driving the car.” 

“Is there somewhere we can talk?” See- 
ing- her hesitate, I lowered my voice and 
added. “I’m Steve Braden. Al’s brother.” 

She stared at me in surprise for a mo- 
ment, then turned and led the way back 
to her room. The room was so clean and 
neatly furnished that it might have be- 
longed to one of the cottages on our street 
back in Dobson. Seeing my swift inspec- 
tion of the room. the girl said. “I just room 


here. Bea—that’s my  landlady—isn’t 
much of a housekeeper. but she’s my 
friend.” 

“Did Al live here?” 

She shook her head. “We never had 


time to find a place of our own.” 

“But you were married?” | asked in- 
credulously. 

She threw up her chin defiantly and 
started to say something. but her lips 
quivered and her eyes filled with tears. 
She sank down on the bed sobbing. “Yes 
... yes, he was my husband! Now he’s 
gone and... oh, Al!” 

Her tears were real enough, yet I found 
it hard to swallow the story she told me. 
She and Al were returning from a three- 
day honeymoon when the crash occurred. 
Johnnie Mae said that a passenger in the 
other car had been seriously injured. 

“You say you were driving at the time?” 
I asked. 


She hesitated. “It was so awful—I hate 


to talk about it,” she said. lowering he 
eyes. “Yes. I was at the wheel.” 

I stood looking at her. trying to decide 
what to do. Al would be buried at home 
there was no question about that. By 
what to do with this girl who claimed tp 
be his grief-stricken widow? If there was 
anything phony about the marriage j 
could be settled later. Right now the im. 
portant thing was to ship Al back home 
without getting involved in a hassle with 
Johnnie Mae. 

“T came to take Al back to Dobson,” | 
said. “I'll take care of all the arrange 
ments. We could even have a simple cere. 
mony here for you and your friends. then 
you wouldn’t have to make the trip.” 

She slowly raised her head. Her eye: 
were steady as she said simply. “He was 
my husband. Where he goes. I go.” 

I had hoped Johnnie Mae would decide 
otherwise. but at least there hadn’t been 
an argument. After the funeral I would 
buy her a ticket and put her on the train 
back to Ocean City. 

We didn’t have much to say to each 
other on the trip to Dobson. with Al’s coffin 
in the baggage car up front. I kept think. 
ing about breaking the news to Mom and 
wondering how Johnnie Mae would fit 
into the pattern of small town living. even 
for the brief time she’d be there. I watched 
her out of the corner of my eye. trying to 
figure out what Al had seen in her. 

Of course, she was attractive in a blatant 
way. Her makeup was too heavy and her 
flashy clothes seemed to deliberately em- 
phasize the obvious charms of her tall. full- 
blown figure. She talked and acted too 
much like her friend Bea. I still thought 
of Al as a wild. but good-hearted kid, and 
couldn’t imagine him taking such a—well. 
common—girl for a wife. The only answer 
was that she had purposely gotten him 
drunk and married him. 


HE HOMECOMING was sad but quite 

different from what I expected it to be. 
I left Johnnie Mae on the porch while | 
went in to tell Mom. She cried. quiet, 
heart-breaking tears. 

Then she pulled herself together and 
said quietly. “I had a feeling something 
had happened to my baby.” A deep sigh 
shook her slight figure. “God’s will be 
done. Now I only have you. Steven.” 

Just then. Johnnie Mae walked in. and! 
introduced her to Mom. They practically 
fell into each other’s arms. and when | 
walked out it was Mom who was comfort 
ing Johnnie Mae. Yes, I reflected, the 
sooner I got that girl out of our lives, the 
better. 

Mom put Johnnie Mae in my room that 
night and I slept on a cot in the spate 
room. The next morning I was awakened 
by the tempting aroma of sizzling sausage. 
pancakes and coffee. I shaved and dressed 
and hurried into the kitchen. But Mom 
wasn’t at her usual place in front of the 
stove. It was Johnnie Mae! 

“Good morning,” she said. “Breakfast'll 
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be on the table in two shakes. 

] grunted and sat down, wate hing her 
She sounded very chipper. happy, 
Not at all like a widow in mourn- 
ing. “I hope you didn’t mind sleeping on 
the cot last night.” she said, setting the 
table. “I'll take it tonight if—” 

“No. that’s all right.” I said quickly. 
“] don’t mind a bit.” Then I added point- 
edly. “It’s only for a short time.” 

If she got my hint, she gave no sign. In 
fact. my coolness didn’t seem to faze her 
a bit. She was enjoying herself. She even 
looked different. Her hair hung loosely, 
almost to her shoulders. and her face, 
minus all the makeup, looked soft and even 
alittle demure. The simple housedress she 
wore completed the picture of domesticity. 
[ could hardly believe this was the same 
irl I'd first met in that grimy, depressing 
apartment in Ocean City. 

Mom came in and I helped her to her 
chair. “Good morning,” she said. “I hope 
you slept well, my dear.” 

' “Well, Mom. to tell the 
cot—” 

“I was speaking to our guest, Steven,” 
Mom interrupted. “It takes a little time to 
get used to sleeping in a strange house.” 

Ignoring my glare, Johnnie Mae smiled 
and said, “I slept like a log, Mrs. Braden. 
I guess that’s because I don’t feel like a 
stranger.” 


€ Josely. 
in fact. 


truth, that 


“Well, you’re not! And don’t call me 
‘Mrs. Braden.’ child. I’m your mother-in- 
law.” 


“Johnnie Mae feels quite at home,” I 
remarked in a cutting voice. “Why, she’s 
been having a ball in your kitchen.” 

Johnnie Mae set a pan down on the 
stove and turned around. “I—I hope you 
don’t mind, Mrs.—Mom,” she said. She 
turned her gaze full on me. “You see, I 
like to cook, but—well, I never had a 
kitchen of my own.” 

“Well, you have now.” Mom told her, 
and the way Johnnie Mae’s eyes lit up 
made me angry for some reason. I knew 
[had to act soon; my alluring sister-in-law 
was taking this member of the family busi- 
ness a little too seriously for me. 

My determination was even stronger 
after Mom made me take Johnnie Mae 
downtown to shop for some clothes to wear 
to the funeral. Johnnie Mae broke the 
silence as I headed the car towards Main 
Street. “You don’t approve of my being 
here, do you?” she asked suddenly. 

I was caught off guard. “What makes 
you say that? After all, you’re the be- 
reaved widow.” 

“I know what you’re thinking,” she said. 
“But Al and I didn’t have much time to 
get to really know each other. I can only 
think of him alive and strong and—” 

“Cut it!” I said gruffly. I saw she was 
crying, so I said a little softer, “Don’t tor- 
lure yourself. After tomorrow it’ll be all 
over,” 

“And I can go back to Ocean City. Is 
that what you're thinking?” 

“Don’t you want to?” 
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“It’s so quiet and peaceful here,” she 
said, not answering me directly. “And the 
house ...and Mom... you, too, Steve. 
Why. you’re the only family I’ve ever 
known. I'll miss—everything.” 

Tough, I thought, but if she was waiting 
for an invitation to stay she’d have a long 
wait. Besides, what kind of a reason was 
that for wanting to hang around a hick 
town like Dobson when she fitted in so 
perfectly with hep chicks like her friend 
Bea? There must be another reason, but 
for the life of me I couldn’t figure it out. 


HE FUNERAL WAS sad, as I suppose 

those of the young always are. After- 
wards, it was the custom for neighbors to 
come in and prepare a meal and visit with 
the family. So I didn’t have a chance to 
get Johnnie Mae alone. I had to admit 
she was carrying it off well, being quiet 
and dignified and very solicitous of Mom. 
I felt sort of left out of things as I talked 
with the people who had known AI and at 
the same time tried to figure a way to ease 
Johnnie Mae out of our lives forever. 

At last, the people started leaving and 
the three of us were alone. We sat in the 
parlor, not bothering to turn on the lights 
when night fell. “Can I get you a cup of 
hot tea. Mom?” Johnnie Mae asked. 

“Why, thank you, dear. I’d like that.” 
Mom reached out and patted her hand. “I 
don’t know how I'd get along without my 
daughter.” 

Daughter? Now’s the time, I told my- 
self. I cleared my throat. “But you’ll have 
to. Mom—sooner or later,” I said. “After 
all, Johnnie Mae’s home is in Ocean City.” 

“A furnished room is no home for a 
Braden!” Mom said spiritedly. “This is 
her home.” 

“If Steve thinks I should go—” Johnnie 
Mae said hesitantly. 

“Of course he doesn’t! All these years 
I’ve waited for one of my boys to bring me 
1 daughter. Well, I’ve got you and I’m 
not letting you leave me. Now get my tea 
like a good girl.” 

It was dark in the room and I couldn’t 
tell if Johnnie Mae was laughing at me. I 
had the uncomfortable feeling that she 
So we had a new member of the 
household, and things went along more or 
less smoothly for the next six months... 


was. 


T PEERED at the detectives through the 

dusk to see if they noticed how much of 
the story I'd left out. I was giving them 
only the bare outline; the details were all 
in my mind. 

“Sounds as if she latched on to a good 
thing down here,” the tall cop remarked. 

“What do you want to see her about?” 
| asked, hoping that by now Johnnie Mae 
would have guessed something was wrong 
and run away. 

“That auto accident. You say she ad- 
mitted to you that she was driving the 
( ar?” 

Before I could answer I heard someone 
moving around in the kitchen. It could 
56 


only be Johnnie Mae because Mom was 
confined to her bed upstairs. Then I re- 
membered something that maybe I should 
have thought of before, even though I 
hadn’t told them anything they didn’t al- 
ready know. “Have you got a warrant?” 
I asked. 

“Oh, gonna get technical on us, eh?” 
the fat cop grated. “What are you, a law- 
yer or something?” 

“He’s right, Joe,” his partner said. “No, 
Mr. Braden. we can’t force your sister-in- 
law to go back to Ocean City or even talk 
to us. I guess we'll go to police head- 
quarters here first. then everything will be 
nice and legal. We'll be back.” 

“That’s right. Braden,” warned the 
paunchy one as they went down the steps. 

After they left, I sat there in the dark 
thinking. The reason I didn’t let them go 
in and take Johnnie Mae was because of 
Mom. That. plus the natural reluctance 
to letting anybody get away with anything 
illegal. But was that all? What else could 
there be? I asked myself. Johnnie Mae 
was responsible for Al’s death, even though 
it was an accident. 

Not only that. but she had deceived Mom 
into thinking she was something she 
wasn’t. Pretending to be a sweet, simple 
kid who’d had some tough breaks in life; 
all that jive about being an orphan and 
starved for affection. I knew the truth, 
but the hell of it was I could never tell 
Mom. It would break her heart. 

Inside, I heard Johnnie Mae going up 
the steps. Looking in on Mon, still playing 
the devoted daughter-in-law, I thought bit- 
terly. What a laugh! Especially since I 
knew she hadn’t hesitated to use her sexy 
charms to get what she wanted... . 

After the first month or so, I got used 
to having Johnnie Mae around. Not only 
was she a darned good cook, but she 
seemed to like looking after Mom. It made 
my mind easier while I was at work at the 
garage. We even started going out to the 
movies on Saturday nights. Sometimes 
we'd go for long drives in the country, 
stopping along the road to eat the lunch 
Johnnie Mae had fixed. 

Being with Johnnie Mae was like noth- 
ing I'd ever known. Walking beside her, 
I felt ten feet tall, and when she looked 
at me and smiled my knees went watery. 
But even when our hands touched acci- 
dentally or she gave me a quick kiss on 
the cheek I couldn’t forget that she was 
Al’s widow. She belonged to him and I 
didn’t dare think about the emotions she 
stirred up inside me. It was the day I 
forgot about Al that the trouble came. 

We were out on a picnic, just the two of 
us, and somehow that day was more fun 
than any before. I had spread the blanket 
under a big oak tree and we ate and drank 
beer and listened to the radio, not talking 
much because suddenly words weren’t nec- 
essary. Finally, I stretched out and closed 
my eyes. When I awoke, the sun was low 
in the west and I was alone. 


I jumped up, my heart pounding. My). 
be Johnnie Mae had walked out. gone back 
to Ocean City. I ran into the woods, cal} 
ing her name. There was no answer, | 
gave up and started back. I really couldy) 
blame her if she was lonesome for the ey. 
citement of her former life. She was your, 
and beautiful; I was at least ten yea, 
older than she and not much fun to 
with. Spending so much time with me wa 
keeping her from the company of th 
young men in town who might otherwis 
have been dating her. 

When I reached the edge of the clear. 
ing, I saw her leaning against the trunk 
of the tree, her head back and her eyg 
closed. I rushed over to her. “Where’y 
you been?” I demanded. “I’ve been yell 
ing my head off!” 

“Is something wrong, Steve?” she ask. 
ed, puzzled by my outburst. 

“Don’t ever do that again!” 
grabbing her by the shoulders. 

Her eyes widened. “But I just went fo 
a little walk. I—” 

“T thought you’d gone. I was scared... 
very lonely all of a sudden.” 

She smiled and pressed her hand agains 
my cheek. “Poor Steve! Did you reall 
miss me?” 

It seemed an eternity that our lips ling 
ered maddeningly close, then met in 
crushing kiss. With a great effort. I drey 
back. But I could not do what I knew! 
should do. I could not turn away from the 
woman who stood so close to me, trem: 
bling, soft-lipped. misty-eyed. The in- 
visible force that drew me to her again wa: 
more powerful than the memory of m 
dead brother. 

I gathered her into my arms. gently, ani 


I barked, 





this time my lips tasted the full intoxicat- 
ing sweetness of her. The long deep kis 


was like a time fuse that finally exploded f 
deep inside me and released a torrent 0!) 


pent-up emotion. 

I hated myself afterwards. But then! 
began to blame Johnnie Mae for wha 
happened. It made me feel less guilty. 
The conflicting emotions that tore me apari 
made it impossible for me to talk with her. 
I couldn’t tell her how sorry I was. or thal 
there was a strange new hunger gnawing 
at me ever since that day in the country. 

I snapped at her irritably when she 


spoke to me. I stopped inviting her to the F 


movies, and I stayed away from the hous 
as much as I could. 


(NE DAY I came home for lunch. 00 

my way into the house I took the mai 
out of the box. Mom was in the kitchen 
and I handed her an important looking 
envelope addressed to her. 

“Well, aren’t you going to open it?”! 
asked, going to the sink to wash up. 

“You're worse than a little boy,” Mom 
laughed. “It’s probably about your broth 
er’s insurance. I wrote to the company 
get some information and—” 

I didn’t hear the rest. I knew now why 
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Johnnie Mae had married Al-—for his in- 
surance, of course! “Let’s see that letter!” 
Mom opened it, read it, then 
handed it to me. It said that since Mom 
was named beneficiary and Al hadn't 
changed it when he got married. his widow 
was not entitled to anything. However, 
the letter went on to say, if Mom wanted 
to she could transfer the money to Johnnie 
Mae. 

I blew up. “You’re not going to turn 
that money over to her?” I asked angrily. 

“Why. Johnnie Mae was 
Al’s wife.” 

“What a laugh!” I shouted. 
tell you things about her that- 

Mom held up her hand. “Nothing more 
than she’s already told me, Steven. I know 
all about Johnnie Mae. She’s completely 
honest.” 

“I try to be. Mom,” I heard Johnnie Mae 
say from the doorway. 

I whirled around. “Even about the way 
you tricked Al into marrying you?” 
“Steve! You're not still trying to say I 
got Al drunk in order to marry him.” she 
chided. 

“Oh, no. baby!” I grated. “You’ve got a 
better method than that! Sure-fire, can’t 
miss, huh? Only it didn’t work with me!” 

Her eyes blazed and before I could stop 
her she swung, and her palm smacked 
against my face. “If that’s the way you 
feel,” she said. her shaking. “T'll 
leave!” 

I rubbed my jaw and glared at her. 
“Great! A girl with your talent is wasting 
her time in a small town like Dobson.” 

Tears welled up in her eyes and her lips 
quivered, but she didn’t cry. “Yes, I'll go,” 
she said. “because even a city girl can be 
tricked by a snobbish. self-righteous small 
town hick who doesn’t care about anybody 
else’s feelings!” 

Without saying goodbye to Mom or wait- 
ing for my lunch. [ turned on my heel and 
walked out. When I got home that night 
Johnnie Mae was still there. “It’s Mom,” 
she said in answer to my unspoken ques- 
tion. “I was all packed and ready to go 
when she had an attack.” 

“Why didn’t you call me?” 
rushing toward the stairs. 

“She wouldn’t let me. I called Dr. Sum- 
mers and he said it wasn’t serious. so Mom 
said not to bother you.” She reached out 
a hand, then quickly withdrew it. “But. 
Steve—she made me promise to stay. I 
I don’t know what to do.” 

I figured that was just another excuse 
to stay in Dobson, but Mom wasn’t so sick 
that she didn’t know what she wanted. 
And she wanted Johnnie Mae to stay. 
I realized I couldn’t force the issue with- 
out aggravating Mom’s condition. 

That had been over a month ago and 
ever since I'd been trying to figure a w ay to 
get Johhnie Mae out of the house. Now. 
with the arrival of the cops from Ocean 
City, I had my chance. They’d be back in 
an hour, maybe less, as soon as they had 
cleared with local authorities, All I had 


| demanded. 
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Thousands already use the Dean Ross course for pleas- 
ure and profit. Write today, receive absolutely free: 
Sample illustrated lesson; Patented Automatic Chord 
Selector; Note Selector; and Five simple popular ‘‘play- 
at-once’’ Songs. Please enclose 10c to cover postage 
and handling. DEAN 


ROSS 
45 West 45 St., Studio B-619, New York 36 
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READING GLASSES 
Twat MAGNIFY 


SPECIAL $995 
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In good times or bad, war 

the demand for PRACTICAL 
NURSES is always bigger than the 
Seize this opportunity by 
earning the famous LINCOLN 


——Offer Good for Limited Time Only 
Good News! Now order famous name Magnifying 
yg 7 ular $3.98) at Special Sale Price of only 
$2.95. E and EX TRA—special chemical glass 
yan he berg Hurry—save money—order now! 
WEAR ON 10-DAY FREE TRIAL 
Now you can read smaller print. Magnifying glass for 
each eye. Wear like ordinary glasses. A joy for reading 
newspapers, phone book, Bible; for fine needlework, etc. 
Relieves eyestrain, squinting. For folks over 40 "who 
need simple magnifying glasses only and don’t have 
astigmatism or other eye disease. Every lens guaran- 
teed. Scientifically precision-ground. Attractive, latest- 
style frames for men and women! No testing necessary. 
SEND NO MONEY! Order today from World’s 
Largest Seller of Eyglasses by mail; thousands of satis- 
fied customers. Just send NAME, AGE, and SEX. Pay 
postman only $2.95 plus C.O.D. postage. Or send $2.95 
now and save postage. If not delighted, return within 
10 days for refund of purchase price. Act TODAY. 


ZEVEX co., 5726 Broadway, Dept. F-312,Chicago 4, ae. 





can train at home in 9 weeks for 
fine, Cy earnings as a graduate 


DIPLOMA... Age, praia’ not 
important. Earn while learning. 
Physician-endorsed course. Aver- 
age lesson only $1.18! .. . Easiest 
installments. Investigate now. 
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os Angeles 46, Calf | 
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Rush Fascinating 16-Page Free Booklet “Careers in Nursing”’. 
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to do was keep her there until they re- 
turned. 

I left the porch and went inside. Johnnie 
Mae tip-toed down the steps. “She fell 
asleep with the TV still going,” she whis- 
pered. Seeing her in the half light of the 
hallway, her finger to her lips, so obvious- 
ly concerned about my mother’s comfort, 
[ knew that whatever she had been, what- 
ever she was now, I could not do this thing 
to her. 

Maybe she did marry Al for his money, 
maybe she did deliberately submit to my 
embraces so she could stay in Dobson, 
maybe there was something about the ac- 
cident that killed Al she was keeping from 
me. But that didn’t matter. I loved her. 
That was enough. That was everything. 

“Quick! Call Dr. Summers and have 
him come right over,” I said to Johnnie 
Mae. 

“But. Steve—” 

“Don’t waste time! Tell him he'll have 
to get someone to stay with Mom for a 
while.” 

While she went to the phone, I threw 
some of my things into a bag. There was 
no time for Johnnie Mae to pack. We 
could buy what she needed once we started 
moving. I had no idea where I’d take her, 
but I'd find a place. Once she was safely 
hidden away. I’d come back to Dobson. I 
didn’t even dare think of what might hap- 
pen to me then. 

“What’s wrong, Steve? 
know!” Johnnie Mae said. 

[ told her what had happened. Her 
eyes grew misty. “And you’re doing this 
because—because—” 

“Because—I love you!” I blurted out. 
“T love you and I’m sorry for the way I 
you. I’m sorry about that day 


” 


I’ve got to 


treated 
when— 

“Oh, 
sobbed. 

I put my arms around her. “Someday 
I'll make it up to you. I swear it! But 
right now we’ve got to get away—fast!” 

“But what about Mom?” 

[ assured her Mom would be all right 
and together we ran out to the garage. I 
handed her the car key. “You back the 
ear out. Ill close the overhead door so 
they won’t notice the car’s gone right 
away.” 

She ran inside and climbed into the car. 
[t seemed hours dragged by and nothing 
“The key!” I said in a loud 
whisper. “Turn on the ignition!” 

At last the motor roared into life. Sud- 
denly, the tires screeched and the car shot 
forward, almost into the rear wall. I yelled 
for her to put it in reverse. There was a 
grinding of gears, the car jerked a couple 
of times, then shot out backwards and ca- 
reened crazily down the driveway. It 
crashed into a tree with a sickening noise. 


Steve! Steve . . . darling!” she 


happened. 


RAN TO the car and threw open the 

door. Johnnie Mae was slumped over 
the wheel, a gash over her left eye. But 
she wasn’t unconscious, 


co 
0 


“Thank God. you’re not hurt bad!” I 
said, my voice trembling with relief. “What 
happened?” 

She smiled faintly. “I’m sorry. darling. 
I did the best I could. I—I can’t drive.” 

I scooped her up in my arms and car- 
ried her into the house. I didn’t know 
whether to laugh or cry. Johnnie Mae 
couldn’t have been driving the car when 
Al was killed because she didn’t know 
how to drive! 

I patched up Johnnie Mae’s cut forehead 
and we sat down to wait for the police to 
return. I leaned her head against my 
shoulder and said. “Just tell me one thing, 
darling—why did you say you were driv- 
ing that car when you weren’t?” 

“When it first happened, I was so scared 
and confused.” she told me. “You see, Al 
had been drinking and—well. I was afraid 
he’d get in trouble. I didn’t know Al was 
dead until after the police took my state- 
ment, and then—” 

She raised her head to look at me. “I 
didn’t change my story because I was Mrs. 
Braden and Al wasn’t there to defend him- 
self and I didn’t want any black mark 


against his name. Does that make sense’ 
Do you understand, darling?” 

I wasn’t sure that I did, so she went on. 
“Al was the first decent man I ever met. 
I guess it was the fact that he wanted to 
marry me that—well, anyway, that was 
why I felt I just couldn’t let him down.” 

My hand tenderly stroked her neck. At 
that moment, I loved her even more. She 
had covered for Al, just as I had so many 
times. “You could have told me the truth,” 
I said. 

“Would you have believed me that day in 
Ocean City?” she reminded me. “You 
didn’t even want me to come here. Then. 
once I saw the house and met Mom.., 
and fell in love with you. . .” 

A kiss put an end to all the talking. 

Well, it turned out that Johnnie Mae 
didn’t have to go back with the Ocean City 
cops after all. As I said, the Braden family 
had a good name in Dobson and when I 
gave my word that Johnnie Mae would re. 
turn voluntarily and tell her story, that 
was accepted. 

Johnnie Mae and I will be married soon. 
Meanwhile, I’m teaching her to drive. 

THE END 





I Face My Shame Alone 


(Continued from Page 10) 


the simple sort of wedding we should have 
—thank goodness we didn’t have a lot of 
friends to go keeping their own timetable 
—and made excuses for Jack’s delay. What 
man really wanted to get married, I ra- 
tionalized. Marriage was a woman’s in- 
vention. Jack just needed time to get used 
to the idea. After all, he did call me every 
day. 

And then at last two days went by with- 
out a phone call. On the third day. the 
letter came in Jack’s handwriting. With 
trembling fingers I opened it—and out 
dropped three crisp one hundred dollar 
bills. The tears were already mounting in 
my eyes as I started to read the note: 


“Dear Carol: 

I hope you won’t hate me for this, 
but I guess you probably will anyway. 

I don’t know how to put this, ex- 
cept to say there is nothing I can do 
about what’s happened. You see, I 
have a wife and child back in Cincin- 
nati, and, well although we’re sep- 
arated, there hasn’t been any divorce 
or anything. 

I know how this will make you feel, 
but I’ve found a good doctor who takes 
care of things like this. Here is three 
hundred dollars for expenses. The 
doctor’s name is—” 


I dropped the letter from my hand, un- 
able to believe what my eyes had read. 
Oh, no! I cried silently. Dear God, no! 

I sat down, stunned by the message. 


Jack, married! Oh, what a fool I had 


been. Love in haste and marry in sorrow, 
someone had paraphrased. I had loved in 
haste, all right, but I would not now be 
granted a better-late-than-never marriage. 
I collapsed in a sea of tears. 


OURS LATER, it seemed, I found my- 
self sitting trance-like in my chair. 
Slowly reason began to filter back through 
my brain. Where was there a way out? 
The sleeping pills in the medicine cabinet? 
Or the three hundred dollars on the floor? 
I picked up the money and gingerly ran 
my fingers over the thin bills. Then | 
took the note I had dropped and read the 
doctor’s name and address. 

Yes, that way would be so easy, wouldn't 
it; a little embarrassment, a little pain— 
and a black, hurting secret to carry with 
me the rest of my life. 

And the other way—the way I hadn't 
dared face—wouldn’t I be carrying the 
burden of my shame just as long, only 
openly for everyone to see? Yes, only then 
the guilt wouldn’t be the same. I woulda’ 
be piling sin on top of sin. Shame would 
dog me for the rest of my life, but I could 
face it so long as I could see the lovelight 
in my baby’s eyes, and know that in all 
my wrong I had done one decent thing by 
not denying it life. 

I went to the table and picked up # 
pen and paper. “Dear Jack,” I wrote. 
“Thanks for the money. I will use it wise 
ly, more wisely than I have used my own 
self. And I will try to raise my child t 
be a better person than either of his par 
ents.—Carol.” THE END 
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Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 15) 


Sam Goldwyn, a present... a solid gold 
watch and chain. He just rushed up one 
day and handed it over, then dashed off to 


rehearse. 


«M Squad,” a cops ’n robbers-type 
TV show seen Fridays at 9 p.m. (E. S.T.), 
ought to hold up pretty well this season. 
The jazz theme background was written 
by Count Basie. who is also set to star 
in one of the upcoming episodes. 


Sarah Vaughan and her ex-husband, 
George Treadwell, are having a Civil War. 
He has remained her manager but Sassy’s 
new hubby wants in on the job. So far 
he has succeeded only in promoting the 


singer as under his “direction.” 


Everything is subject to change, 
even a famous blues singer who has be- 
come such a “prima donna” he can hardly 
get his head through his hoola hoop. All 
of which is causing his managers and pals 
to get the blues everyday. 


After more than 30 years of dancing 
around the world, the famed Nicholas 
Brothers have called it a day. Harold, the 
younger, will continue to dance as a single 
in Paris, but Fayard is coming home. 


| Afabulously rich Texan oilman was 


so carried away with Dorothy Donegan’s 
performance at New York’s Embers cafe 
that he returned the following night and 
casually tossed a blanket of orchids over 
Dotty’s piano. Dotty flipped behind all 
that jazz, and a lot of the customers too. 


Young singer Dee Clark, who aired 
his first big hit. Nobody But You, on the 
Dick Clark (no relation) TV show, wrote 
the tune himself. Singing is by no means 
new to the 20-year-old “newcomer.” At 
14 he was one of the Hambone Kids, a real 
swinging little group. 


The singing Platters have taken to 
displaying their half-dozen gold records 
in the lobby of the hotels or clubs where 
they appear. This necessitates the added 
expense of hiring a special armed guard 
to stand watch over the precious items dur- 
ing the group’s engagements. 


Sammy Davis Jr. is investing in the 
restaurant business. He and wale Dean 
Martin and Tony Curtis are planning the 
plushest Italian restaurant in Beverly Hills 
He’s also dumped loot into the restaurant 


owned by Dorothy Dandridge’s boyfriend 
Jack Denison. 


Louis (Satchmo) Armstrong, who 
a8 quite a way with the quotes, came up 
with a jewel when someone asked him 
what was so special about jazz. “If you 


got to ask,” Satch quipped, “you'll never 
know.” 
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SEND NO MONEY 


for this big box containing full 
size packages of the famous 
BLAIR Quality Products 
($4.35 retail value) plus big 
Catalog, Premium Offers, etc. 
























Zone ....State_______. 


BIG BOX of FULL-SIZE ! 
HOME PRODUCTS | 


FREE TRIAL! 


Just write name and address above, tear 
out and mail this ad for big assortment 
of full-size packages of Cosmetics, 
Flavoring, etc. Show to friends, neighbors, earn 
good money, full or spare time taking orders 
for bargains in more than 200 home necessities. 


Make Good Money... Full Time or Spare Time 


You don’t pay us a cent to start. I supply prod- 
ucts for Free Trial to start you earning money 
and I’1l help you get products on credit. Cut or 
tear out this ad today, write name and address 
above for Assortment and Money-Making Plans. 


BLAIR, Dept. 14CD, Lynchburg, Virginia 
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SONG POEMS 


WANTED for musical setting and recording. 
Send yours for immediate consideration. 
U. S. MUSIC STUDIOS 


Box 222-B Belmont, Mass. 


WANT TO MAKE MEN LOVE YOU? 


LAMOUR LOVE DROPS PERFUME— 
Alluring, unforgettable aroma attracts 
and holds love, never fails! Be glam- 











ot CO MPLETELY SATIS- 
PIED within 10 days, I'll send your 
$2 right back. Write NOW. 


LAMOUR CO., Dept. 31, 220 W. 42 St., N. Y. 36 


I'll Send EREE SAMPLE 

» You STOCKING 
» New Kind of Full-Length Nylons 
) STAY UP WITHOUT SUPPORTERS 


MAKE Extra Money in Spare Time! 


Newest Hosiery improvement! Full-length, 
; Sheer DuPont Nylons stay up over-the- 
knee without supporters, without girdle! 
i Beauty and comfort every woman wants. 
| A patented feature. Nationally advertised 
Q\ price, $1.95 but you can introduce to your 








friends and neighbors for only $1.00 a pair 
and make spare time money easy and fast. 
| Just mail Coupon below for FREE SAMPLE 
i STOCKINGS and FREE SALES KIT. Act now. 
AMERICAN HOSIERY MILLS 
ent. B- B-162, INDIANAPOLIS 7, INDIANA 


a AMERICAN HOSIERY MILLS, Dept. B-162 y 


Send FREE senate Stocking, complete Sales Kit, 
and plans. 
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We Never Had A Chance 


(Continued from Page 37) 


even dating any fellows, or more correct- 
ly. none of the fellows were dating me. 
\fter all, what boy wanted to bother with 
in eighteen-year-old girl who couldn’t stay 
out past midnight? 

[ guess my mood must have been pretty 
low that evening, because when Lucille 
suggested that I go downtown with her to 
1 movie after work, I said no and started 
home alone. 

\ light rain had begun to fall, and I was 
standing on the corner waiting for a bus 
when a car pulled up and the door opened. 
[ heard a voice call out: “Hey, want a 
ride?” 

I was careful not to look at the driver. 
There was always some guy who thought a 
cirl would be dopey enough to get in a car 
with a strange man. 

“Hey, Jean,” the voice called out again, 
and I realized the driver knew me. I 
peered at him through the downpour. It 
was Buddy Benson. 

Buddy had been in the class just ahead 
of mine in high school, and most of the 
cirls knew him. He was good-looking in a 
funny sort of way, and as bold as anything. 
In school he did all sorts of things, like 
throw erasers, make funny drawings of the 
teachers, give silly answers in class. He 
wasn’t dumb, though. Actually, I guess he 
was too smart for his own good. He started 
driving a car and smoking before most of 
the boys, and he quit school in his senior 
vear and went to work. I guess he wasn’t 
a bad sort really. He just had a wild 
streak in him. 

[ hadn’t seen Buddy for months, and I 
remembered Lucille telling me how he had 
crashed the party at Esther Mayfield’s 
house. But here he was now, offering me a 
ride in the rain. 

“Hi, Buddy.” I said as I stepped off the 
curb into his car. “Thanks.” 

“Well, long time no see.” he 
“Where have you been hiding?” 

“T haven’t been hiding. Maybe we just 
don’t move in the same circles,” I said. 

“Hmmm, my loss,” he said, flashing me 
an appreciative glance. 

It had been so long since I had talked 
with a boy and had one say something nice 
that I was actually flattered. 

“Where do you live?” he asked. 

“At Kirkwood and Jefferson. I'll show 

” 
you. 

We talked all the way to my house, about 
what the kids we knew in school were do- 
ing now. I really enjoyed the ride home 
with Buddy, and realized I had never got to 
know him very well. 

“Suppose I call you sometime,” he said 
when we pulled up at my house. 

“Okay, Buddy,” I said. I gave him my 
telephone numbers at home and at work. 

Later that night, I caught myself hum- 
ming as I got ready for bed. and I remem- 
60 


said. 


bered how low my mood had been earlier. 
It was nice to have a man interested, even 
if he was Buddy Benson. Well, what was 
so terrible about Buddy Benson? 


_- WAS WRONG with Buddy Ben- 
son, I learned soon, was that he was 
so impatient about everything. Two days 
after he had picked me up in the rain, he 
telephoned. Then he started picking me 
up every evening and we went places—to 
movies, to ice hockey games, to little places 
to hear jazz combos. Buddy dated fast and 
furious, and for almost a month I had to 
rack my brain for excuses to get home 
early. Sometimes I made it by nine o’clock., 
sometimes ten, once or twice it was al- 
most twelve! 

“Say. what’s the matter. you got a cur- 
few or something?” Buddy complained 
one night when I said I had to rush home. 

“Well. not exactly. but my folks do wor- 
ry when I’m out late.” I answered. 

“All right, then I'll talk to them and 
put their minds at ease.” he said with a 
grin. 

“I—I don’t think you’d better do that 
just yet. Buddy.” T said. 

“What’s the matter? Have they got 
something against me?” he demanded 
harshly. He looked at me with hot. defiant 
eyes. 

“Of course not, Buddy. they don’t even 
know you,” I said. 

Buddy seemed to get okay. but for a 
moment I had seen something in Buddy I 
never knew existed: a painful awareness 
that he had a bad reputation, and that 
some people didn’t like him. 

A couple of nights later when Buddy 
drove me straight home from work. I did 
let him meet my folks. But only because 
he insisted. 

I was soon sorry I agreed, for although 
my father and Buddy said little to each 
other during the short time Buddy was 
there, I could see they disliked each other. 

After Buddy left. Daddy started giving 
me the third degree. “Is that the boy 
you've been running around with?” he 
demanded to know. 

I wasn’t sure what made him think I had 
been ‘running around,’ as he put it. 

Daddy saw my hesitation in answering 
and went on: “I know you haven’t been 
coming straight home from work at night. 
Where have you been going?” 

I tried to explain to him all the places a 
young couple could find to go on a date. 

“Well, I don’t like him.” Daddy de- 
clared. 

“But why?” I asked. 
met him.” 

“You don’t have to know a person all 
their life to know what they are like,” he 
answered. There was a pause. “I just sug- 
gest you try to get home earlier.” 


“You've hardly 







Ther 


[ turned and quietly went up to m 
room, feeling my face grow warm and m for a | 
eyes grow damp. It was about to happy” hat 
again. My father was going to run yp om 
other boy out of my life. As long as] thing 


lived under his roof... lieved 
purin 
BUDDY CAME to pick me up the nm Sude 





night after work and the next, hy) 
when he suggested we go some place, | 
remembered my father’s warning, and | body? 
made some excuse about having oth cometh 


“Lis 


“We 


things to do. So both nights Buddy drop 
to a half deserted street and parked an 
we talked for a half hour or so before | 
went home. by 

I guess that was the way things startei}* 
sitting in Buddy’s parked car. He wa 
quick about everything, and that include 
necking. Oh, we had kissed before on oy 
dates, but kissing now became petting 
and pretty soon we weren’t thinking aboy 
going places anymore, just driving to som 
deserted spot and spending an hour in each 
other’s arms. 

The funny part about that was, wih 
Buddy saving me the time I spent waitin 
around for a bus and taking the slow rik!’ 
home, I still got there in plenty time 
keep father from worrying. 

“Oh, Buddy,” I sighed one night in hi 
arms, “why is life so mixed up?” 

“Don’t ask me, I didn’t make the world’ 
he said with the harshness he was som)” 
times capable of. 

It was a very quiet night. with few sta: 
in the sky. and I could hear the crickes) 
nearby. It was terribly peaceful. “Yup’ 
know,” I said. “I wish things could sty 
quiet like this. No noise, no yelling. Jus 
quiet, all over the world. I wish we didn' 
ever have to leave this spot.” 

“Yeah, I know what you mean,” he sail 
“Things will probably be quiet when I gt 
home, though. My old lady will probably 
be laying out drunk.” 

“Buddy. not really.” 

“So? Everybody has to get their kick 
some way. That’s how she gets hers’ 
There was that terrible bitterness in bi 
voice again. 

“Do you want to talk about it?” [ asked 
“Home, I mean.” : 

“What’s to tell?” he said grufh—’ 
“There’s my old lady and a couple @ 
brothers. My old man was the travelint 
kind, and he figured having three kit 
took as long as a man ought to stay in a 
one town, so he cut out. Not right away: 
he stayed around a few years just so his 
and my old lady could see who could al 
each other the dirtiest names. Boy, i 
they ever have some fights. I remembe 
when I was little I used to hide under th 
bed while they went at it.” 

He paused for a while, then went o: 
“I’m a lot like my father, my old lady says 
Maybe that’s why she never really like! 
me.” 

“How could your own mother not like 
you, Buddy?” I said, shocked. 


. 
“Maybe it isn’t easy, but she managed. 
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c on his face. Then he said: 


Then Buddy just stared straight ahead 
for a long while, until I took his face in 
my hands and kissed him gently, and then 

ye really started talking—about every- 
hos we thought and everything we be- 
jeved in. And then we were kissing again; 
pouring out our love and disappointments. 

Suddenly I looked at my watch with a 
gart. “Buddy, it’s twelve o’clock!” I cried. 
“Well, what are you Cinderella or some- 
body? My car isn’t exactly a pumpkin or 
something.” 

“Listen.” I said, “my father will raise 
he roof. He promised to lock me out if I 
wasn’t home by twelve.” 

“Lock you out? At your age?” 
said in amazement. 

He started the car up and we headed 
for home fast, but I had a sinking feeling 
my father was going to make good his 
threat. 

And I was right. The front door was 
locked. And nobody answered the bell. 
“Oh, Buddy.” I said, almost in tears, 
“what am I going to do?” 

Buddy just stood there, a strange, hard 
“T’ll tell 


you what you’re going to do. You're going 


Buddy 


to come with me. We'll fix this.” 

“Buddy, you mean—” 

“Sure, why not?” he said. “We can 
drive across the state line right now and 
get married, no blood tests or anything. 
My brother did it. Come on.” 

“But Buddy. I’d have to tell my folks. 
Buddy gave me a long stare. “How can 
you tell them when they won’t let you in 
the house?” 

I turned and looked at the locked door. 
Buddy was right. As long as I lived under 
this roof... 

“Buddy,” I said, reaching for his hand, 
‘Tm scared.” 


N HOUR LATER we were heading 
across the state line into Kentucky. 
Buddy drove at a leisurely pace. “There’s 
no hurry,” he said. “We can’t get a mar- 
tiage license until morning.” 

I snuggled closer to him and shuddered 
a little. 

“What’s the matter?” he asked. 
you want to marry me?” 

“Yes, Buddy, I really do,” I said. “I 
just wish it didn’t have to be this way.” 
“We don’t have any choice. Your father 
made it this way. As for my old lady, she'll 
probably never notice I don’t live there 
any more.” 
“But Buddy, 
all?” 

“Listen, I’ve got a good job at the ga- 
tage and you’re working. We're both 
young and healthy and figure to stay that 
way a while. So we'll do like everybody 
else when they get married; find an apart- 
ment and move in. 

Buddy made it sound like it was okay, 
but just the same I wished Lucille was 
around so we could talk it over, like we 
did everything else. I remembered how 


“Don’t 


where will we stay and 








we had so often discussed her engagement 
to Joe, and their wedding plans. even 
though it was still a long way off. 

I guess I must have been awfully deep 
in thought. because the next thing I re- 
member, there were those bright headlights 
shining directly in our faces. and I looked 
up to see a car headed straight toward us 
in our lane. I opened my mouth to scream 
just as Buddy yanked hard on the steering 
wheel. There were the terrible sounds of 
squealing tires and grinding metal and 
shattering glass and a sudden jolt. I felt 
Buddy’s weight against me, as if he threw 
himself across my side of the car to shield 
me. And then we were tumbling over and 
OVEF ..«- 

It was all very quiet and still when I 
came to, and for a moment I thought I was 
absolutely alone. then I heard a voice say: 
“Don’t try to move. young lady. A doctor 
will be here in just a few minutes.” 

I wasn’t thinking too clearly, and I just 
lay there on the ground. The man whose 
voice I had heard came and tossed a 
blanket over me to keep me warm. I felt 
a little numb all over, and then I began 
to wonder how badly I was hurt. 

Pretty could hear other cars 
stopping and people running up and then 
there was a siren and I guess I must have 
passed out again. The next thing I re- 
member. a man in a white uniform was 
bending over me with a stethoscope. 

“She seems to be okay.” he said. 
knocked out. Thank God somebody 
out of it alive.” 

It took a moment for the words to sink 
in. I was all right. But did that mean— 

“Buddy,” I said slowly, “Where’s Bud- 


9 ” 


soon I 


“Just 
got 


dy? 

“Was that the fellow in the car with 
you?” the doctor asked. 

“Yes.” I answered. “Is he all right?” 

The doctor didn’t answer me. He just 
looked away for a minute, then he said: 
“Come on, I’ll help you up and we'll see 
if you can stand all right.” 

So he helped me to my feet and I stood 
there. dizzy for a little while. and then I 
seemed okay. I glanced over toward the 


wreckage of our car just in time to see 


two men moving a large bundle in a 
blanket. And then with horror I realized 


—it was Buddy, dead! 

7}VERYTHING ELSE about that night is 

4 foggy in my mind. I don’t think it real- 
ly cleared up until I was at the police 
station explaining what I knew about the 
accident. And then my mother and father 
walked in. Mother’s eyes were red, as if 
she had been crying. But Daddy was his 
same arrogant self. 

“T warned her.” he told the police. “I 
told her about chasing around with that 
no-good—” 

I came up out of my chair like a shot. 
“Don’t you say it!” I shouted at my father. 
“Buddy is dead and it’s your fault. You’re 
just as much to blame as if you had been 
driving that other car.” 
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I guess my outbur-t shocked him, }, 
cause I expected him to slap me or oul 
thing for yelling at him like that, but j, 
stead he just seemed to step backwards, 
little and looked puzzled. “What in y, 
devil do you mean?” he asked. 

“We wouldn’t have been in that car ou 
on the highway if it hadn’t been for yq 
You locked me out of the house in yoy 
own self-righteousness. Well. Buddy ay 
I were on our way to get married, do yy 
hear? We were going to get married.” 

Mother let out a little gasp and Daddy, 
face reddened. “You would have marrig 
that wild-driving—” 

“The kid wasn’t driving wild.” one , 
the highway patrolmen cut in. “It was thy 
other guy’s fault. He was drunk and ap 
parently went to sleep at the wheel ay 
drifted to the wrong side of the road,” 

Daddy cleared his throat. “Well, tha. 
too bad,” he said apologetically. 

“It sure is too bad,” I said bitterly. “f, 
too bad that I didn’t have the nerve ; 
stand up to you before now, instead ¢ 
running away, like last night. But it wy 
you and people like you who killed Budd 
Nobody believed in him. Nobody truste 
him. Everybody just thought he was , 
wild kid. He wasn’t really like that at all 
But people were always talking about hip 
and pushing him and nobody trusted him’ 
I looked at Daddy coldly. “Just like yw 
never trusted me.” 

Mother burst into tears then. “She: 
right, Ed. You know she’s right.” Ani 


then she came to me and put her am) 


around me, and I cried. too. 

“T didn’t want to run away and get ma 
ried. Mother.” I sobbed. “But you ani 
Daddy didn’t give me any choice.” 

“T know.” she said. “I know.” 


7 HEN BUDDY WAS BURIED, tk 
people he worked for at the garag 
paid all the expenses. 

About a week later, Bobby Hilliard cam 
to see me for the first time in months. 

“T know things are kind of rough fw 
you right now, Jean,” he said. “But I ju 
wanted you to know I’m still around.” 

“Thanks, Bobby.” I said, placing m 
hand on his arm. 

““Were—were you very much in love wit 
Buddy?” he asked. 

“That’s the funny part of it, Bobby,”! 
said. “I don’t really know. We nev 
talked of love until that night. and the 
we never said we loved each other. I thisi 
maybe we were just two lonely people wh 
found a common bond in our lonelines 
Maybe if Buddy’s mother hadn’t been # 
alcoholic and my father hadn't been th 
way he was. Buddy and I would never hat 
gotten together.” 

Bobby breathed a deep sigh, as thoug 
he had just had a burden lifted from hin 
“Well.” he said. “I'll be seeing you.” 

“Okay,” I said. 

“Suppose I call you tomorrow 2” he stil 

“I wish you would,” I answered. 

“Fine.” he said, smiling for the fi 
time. I smiled, too. THE EN 
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Roped Into Marriage 


(Continued from Page 27) 


even touched that girl, and it wasn’t be- 
cause I respected her to that extent, it was 
hecause that chick just didn’t appeal to me 
that way. 

| walked to the window and looked out. 
It was a beautiful day in June. The sun 
was shining brightly, people were moving 
about, children were running to and fro. 
There. just outside. was freedom. Blessed 
freedom. All I had to do was to take off 
my blasted monkey suit and catch a train. 
The idea began to take root. “Yeah.” I 
said aloud, trying to convince myself that 
[had found a way out. “Yeah, just disap- 
pear. She'll get over it.” I pictured Verna 
waiting at the church in her wedding 
gown. I pictured the thousands of people 
whom she had asked to take part in the 
wedding procession. and knew that even I. 
a guy with a reputation for loving ’em and 
leaving "em, couldn’t be quite that cruel. 

I opened up my second pack of cigarets 
and looked longingly at that bottle of 
scotch again. “Just one,” I whispered. 
“Just one, to steady my nerves.” I drank 
it downin one gulp. 

There was a knock at the door, and 
walked Carl Willis. Verna’s cousin, and my 
good friend. He was playing the role of the 
best man, and had come to drive me to the 
church. 

“Look, Carl,” I began. He waved his 
hand saying, “I know, I know. You're 
nervous. Just relax. Eric. Just relax.” 

I said, wringing my handkerchief be- 
tween my hands like a woman, “Listen to 
me, pal, please listen to me!” 

He sat on the bed and burst into laugh- 
ter. He whooped and hollered for a year, 
it seemed. Finally he stood up. still 
doubled over, and said. “Come on man, 
you're killing me! If you could see that 
look on your face.” He laughed some 
more and took me by my arm and pushed 
me into his car, and I was on my way. 

After Verna’s nightmarish march to the 


altar, we joined hands and faced the 
preacher. My ears were roaring so loud, 


the preacher’s voice sounded like it was 
coming from miles away. He had to ask 
me twice if I, Eric, took Verna as my law- 
ful wedded wife. I mumbled a weak “I do” 
and then we were rushed out of the church 
amid a torrent of rice, confetti and click- 
ing cameras. We drove to the reception 
where there was backslapping, congratula- 
tions, champagne, Verna’s folks, my folks, 
people, people, and more people. 
Somehow, it all ended, and now I found 
myself alone with Verna, my brand-new 
wife, in my apartment. Even though I had 
gone through the wedding and rec eption 
with a dazed feeling, I was alert now and 
fully aware of the fact that it had all 
been real, that it had happened to me. 


I looked at her now and noticed that she 
had changed into some kind of a house- 
coat. She was arranging some flowers in a 
vase that her boss had sent us. She was a 
typist with a law firm. I observed with a 
start that she looked sort of pretty in an 
anemic kind of way. Verna was a small 
girl, Her head just about reached my 
chin. She had a long thin face. a turned-up 
nose. 


HE SILENCE WAS getting a little un- 
comfortable. The room was_ unbear- 
ably hot. I had changed into another suit 
and was wearing a robe over it. I wanted 
to take it off and walk around in my shorts, 
but somehow the thought of it made me 


blush. I cleared my throat and said a 
little foolishly, “Lovely wedding. wasn’t 


it?” That was all the encouragement she 
needed. She whirled around. dropped the 
box that the flowers had come in, and sat 
beside my chair and said, 
Simply beautiful! 


on the floor 
“Wasn’t it beautiful? 
And oh, the gifts were lovely. Your 
mother took them to her house. We'll get 
them later, after we find a larger place.” 

“A larger place?” I asked, a bit as- 
tounded. “What’s wrong with this joint?” 
I was referring to my two and a half room 
apartment, that I had grown to love. 

“But darling,” she squealed, “you know 
it’s too small. We'll need for a 
nursery.” 

As I’ve said before the room was hot. 
But when Verna said something about a 
nursery, the perspiration rolled off of me. 
I felt as though I had been drenched with 
a bucket full of water. I got up from my 
chair and hastily said. “Let’s get some air 
in here.” I opened the back door and 
turned on my electric fan. When I came 
back into the living room. which also 
served as a bedroom inerely by opening 
the divan, I began. “Look, Verna _ a 
was going to say that I wasn’t ready for a 
wife yet, let alone a nursery, and that per- 
haps we had married in too much haste, 
but I never got the words out. Verna, who 
by nature is a quiet girl, began talking 
about the wedding again—how nice my 
mother looked. how nice her aunt looked, 
how nice the hall looked, and what a 
handsome bridegroom I had made. Amid 
this chatter she fixed me a scotch and soda, 
brought it to me and gave me a lighted 
cigarette. Then she disappeared into the 
bathroom and I heard the shower running. 

I settled back in my chair and wondered 
how all this began? Think, man! Think! 
I demanded of myself. Then it all came 
back to me. 

Had it been a century ago? No just 
four little short months ago that I had 
first laid eyes on Verna. My best girl, the 
girl that I should have married, had gone 


room 
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to Philadelphia to visit some relatives. Her 
name was Sylvia. Sylvia Marlowe, and 
what a shape that babe had! A waistline 
of twenty-four inches, topped by a forty 
inch bust. She stood about five feet and 
eight inches. She had big brooding eyes 
ind a full pouting mouth. God, that was a 
woman! I don’t know why I didn’t pro- 
pose. She dropped all kinds of hints but 
still 'd shy away from popping the ques- 
As I’ve said before, I stand six feet 
and one inch in my stocking feet, but that 
zal sort of overpowered me. It’s hard to 
explain, but she made me feel sort of un- 
dernourished. Lordy, was she sexy! May- 
he I just didn’t have enough confidence in 
myself, but I had a sneaky feeling that I 
couldn’t always keep her happy. All the 
cuys envied me, the married ones as well, 
but I felt a little relieved when she went 
iway. I needed a short rest. We exchanged 
letters telling of the latest gossip. I be- 
lieved I missed her. 

[t was during this time that Carl Willis 
introduced me to his cousin, Verna Miller, 
who had just arrived from the deep south. 
He explained that she was lonesome, and 
that since my girl was out of town he 
thought that I might squire her around a 
bit. Now, I wasn’t lonesome at all. Not at 
ill. I had three little black books full of 
telephone numbers. I only needed a little 
time to figure out who to call first. But 
well, to do the old boy a favor, I said 
sure, why not? 


tion. 


Indeed, to say the least. this Verna was 
i drippy little number. No sense of style, 
no sex appeal, no nothing. She was quiet, 
soft-spoken, sedate. She was twenty-two, 
she was neat and clean and always smelled 
She wore eye-glasses and her eyes 
hehind them always looked a little sad. 
She stood about five feet and one inch, 
and weighed about one-hundred and five 
pounds. 

She made me feel bigger than ever, 
handsomer than ever, and strangely pro- 
Strangely, because I had never 
felt that way towards any dame. I never 
liked dames I had to protect. 

| got a big kick out of taking her to the 
movies or to dinner. She liked to walk, so 
lor the first time since I could afford a car 
| parked my rubber and walked with her. 
lmagine! Me walking! Then I found my- 
elf taking her out because I actually en- 
oyed her company. As a friend, I mean. 
She would tell me about her life down 
~outh—how she could milk cows and 
churn cream and all about her dog and her 
hickens. My conversation was about my- 
elf. Endlessly. I told her what a crack- 
shot automobile salesman I was. About 
my football days, all about what a big 
basketball star I used to be. I shudder now 
ind wonder how she stood it. 

But to get on with the story .. . Verna’s 
ind my friendship was very casual and 
harmless. I even told her about Sylvia and 
our intentions to marry someday. But 
somehow I couldn’t write to Sylvia about 
Verna’s and my wonderful friendship. I 
64 


nice. 


tective. 


didn’t think that she would understand. 

Verna and I went out steadily from 
March until May without so much as even 
holding hands. 


HEN CAME THAT fateful night. The 

night that set Verna’s and her aunt’s 
wedding plans into motion. We went to a 
party. Nothing special, just a party at one 
of my co-worker’s apartment. His wife 
had a knack for throwing parties. They 
were always small and intimate. Comfort- 
able chairs, interesting conversation, good 
food and excellent whiskey. To my utmost 
surprise, Verna drank a highball. Her 
cheeks took on a pretty, flushed color. Her 





Rain 
I sit and watch the raindrops fall 
From autumn skies. low and grey 
And see in them, my broken 
dreams 
That fall. and burst and run away 


These clouds that hover like a pall 

Obscure the warm. bright sun’s 
rays 

Are matched in mood by my sad 
thoughts 

Remembering times of other days 


You heeded youthful. reckless 
words, 

Untruthful words. not from the 
heart 

Words that only meant to hurt 

Not thinking they could make us 
part 


Alone. | brood in black despair 
Within my heart a hopeless pain: 
Through crystal prisms of my tears 
I watch the falling autumn rain 
—Raymond Bottom 





eyes danced. her hair that was usually pin- 
neat. was fluffed a little from her face. I 
asked her to dance and she smelled so 
sweet, I kissed her hair. Her arms tight- 
ened around my neck. 

When I walked her home later, we stood 
on the stairway talking and laughing about 
unimportant things. then for the second 
time I took her in my arms for the same 
reason: she looked pretty. I whispered 
against her hair that she would make some 
man a mighty sweet wife. Then I kissed 
her until we both were a little breathless. 
But that’s all. I said goodnight and went 
about my merry way. I had kissed a thou- 
sand girls. I had whispered sweet nothings 
to another thousand. I had even proposed 
to a few. But they all had been harmless 
kisses, harmless words. harmless proposals. 

But no. not so with Verna. Those few 








words, “You’d make some man a migh 
sweet wife, became, “Verna, will you mar 
ry me?” Those kisses bound me to hy 
body and soul. The hall was rented, j, 
vitations were sent out, bridesmaids wep 
selected, and well. here I am, a marrig 
man. But that, on my word of honor; 
how it happened. I could have put » 
foot down and stopped the miserable mex 
but I must have been too cowardly, 

With a start I realized that Verna ya 
out of the shower and had been quiet) 
observing me. I grinned a little self-cq, 
sciously, “Feel better?” She said. “Ump, 
mm, much.” and went on dabbing at he 
hair with a towel. She was wearing som 
kind of a little short thing. A nightgow 
I guess. I was surprised to notice that sy 
had a nice figure. She yawned politely, 

I took the hint and let the sofa out. Ve 
smoothed sheets onto the bed. She crawle 
between them and studied her finger naik 
Me? I beat it into the bathroom. I fun 
bled for the bottle of scotch I kept hidde 
in the linen closet for emergencies, took 
a big mouthful and pondered the situation 
There was no way out, so after a wam 
shower I crept in beside Verna and too 
her in my arms. But, well did you eve 
try to make love when your heart wasn'tin 
it? 

Four or five weeks later while in th 
process of being a good and faithful hu 
band, my friend of long standing, Cal 
Willis, came by the car dealers where] 
was employed. He looked at the lates 
Chevies and Plymouths. then invited m 
to have lunch with him. 

\ couple of steaks and four cups of col 
fee later, he casually announced that Sy} 
via was back in town. I, of course, flipped 
“Now hold on Eric,” Carl said in a wan 
ing voice. “I’m going to marry that chick’ 

I said, “You what?” 

He repeated, “I’m going to ask Sylviaw 
marry me.” 

I sat back astounded. Carl. besides be 
ing an introvert, is a patient man of me 
dium height and weight. Somehow, | 
couldn’t picture him and Sylvia. I started 
getting mad. I didn’t want him to hav 
her. I said, trying to be civil, “Sylvia love 
me. What makes you think she'll mary 
you?” 

“Listen, Eric, everyone in town kner 
how Sylvia felt about you, and everyont 
knew that all you could see in her we 
that forty-inch bustline. Be a good guy and 
stay out of the picture, won’t you?” 

“No. No, I won’t be a good guy and sta! 
out of the picture. I want her myself.” 

Carl shouted. “Well that’s just too bad 
I’m going to marry her!” 

I shouted back, “Over my dead body!” 
As I said, Carl is a patient man, s0 
calmed down and lit a cigaret. Then be 
said, “I think that you’re forgetting abou 
your lovely wife, Verna.” 

Somehow, that smug look that came ove 
his face, got me to thinking that it had 
been he who had introduced me to Vert 
in the first place. I asked, my voice see? 
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ing with sus picion. “You didn’t by any 
chance sic Verna and me onto each other 

w that the way would be clear for you to 
be a pitch for Sylvia. did you?” Then 
my voice grew to a shout. “Because if you 
fid boy. you'll be a long time getting Syl- 
via, A long time!” 

All he said was. “Now, Eric stop getting 
« excited.” 

| said in a real deliberate way. “You 
didn’t answer my question. Carl. Were 
vou the culprit behind my sudden mar- 
riage?” 

He shrugged his shoulders and said. “I 
might have coached Verna on what to say 
and how to act when she was in your com- 
pany, but that’s all I had to do with it. 
Resides, you couldn’t have married a nicer 
girl than Verna!” 

I shouted, “Who wants a nice girl?” 

Carl shouted, “Come off of it Eric! If 
you hadn’t seen something appealing in 
Verna, you wouldn’t have ever married 
her and you know it!” 

Then we both got up and for the first 
time since I’d known Carl, we parted com- 
pany in a huff. 


FEW DAYS LATER I was deeply en- 

grossed in putting the finishing touches 
on the contract of an already departed 
customer, when I suddenly looked up and 
saw a forty-inch bustline staring me 
smack in the face. I didn’t need to raise 
my eyes any further to know that it be- 
longed to Sylvia Marlowe. My neck 
started to burn, I cleared my throat. then 
stood up and looked into those big brown 
eyes, then my eyes lingered for a long mo- 
ment on her luscious lips. Then I remem- 
bered Carl and said with a sick grin, 
“Mighty nice to see you Sylvia.” She nar- 
rowed her eyes a little and hissed, “You 
two-timing Romeo.” 
I felt bad, real bad because I hadn’t 
asked Sylvia to marry me so I said, mo- 
mentarily forgetting Carl and Verna, “Let’s 
have a drink for old times sake, huh?” 
She said, “Uh, uh, let’s.” 
Two hours later. I was in another situa- 
tion. I was in a hotel room with Sylvia. 
My weak, whining excuse is that Sylvia 
kept nudging me. and perhaps I have no 
ethics nor moral sense of values, but I 
didn’t have the heart to refuse her when 
she whispered into my ear, “Let’s go some 
where where we can be alone.” 
Well, anyway. I fell asleep and didn’t 
awaken until 4:30 a.m. When I realized 
what time it was I got a strange sick feel- 
ing right in the pit of my stomach. It was 
the same kind of feeling that I had gotten 
years ago when I had stayed out in the 
playground too long and had to face my 
mother, or when I hadn’t done my home- 
work and had to face my teacher. But 
this time it was a wife I had to face and 
her name was Verna. 
I gently disentangled Sylvia so as not to 
awaken her, left her a note and dashed 
down the stairs, drove through red lights, 
lore open the door to the apartment, only 
to discover that Verna was in bed and 

















ORDER GY MAIL... State 
—Brown ... Mixed 
send oney and price. as 0. D. pay Postman 


Compa! 
MAD M JONES. COMP eng? teeny 
2451 eat Michigan Avenue, Chicago 1 





tate Shade: Biack— Off 
Grey $2.50 Extra. be ae Name < 
pavs Postage. State Birth Month. 


LOVABLE 














This special deck of playing 









what each card is when lyi 
Easy directions explain code 
do many kinds of *‘Magic” 









poker, bridge etc. Only $4 
today. SEND NO MON 
and Address. Pay postman on prrives only $4 
age. Address HOLLISTER-WHITE CO., 

3016 W. Van Buren St., Chicago 12, 





Size C, Mediurs’ 








3333 


Size. 
ber Size 












Plain Hdls. $2.95 
Revol.Hdis. $3.49 





DEALERS WANTED 
= 











INTO DOLLARS! 


info FREE fr 
Publi 


Promoted. Appraisal. 


NORDYKE. Music 





lew Portable Pocket-Size Water Heater 


seed in water; plug in sock: . tarn on switch! 
Hot Water! Thousands use te bathing, washing 


speed of large quantities depends — + ~ . 
Read directions before using, follo ular 
price $2.95. However if you'll tell ‘your fri fonds 
about BOIL-QWIK to te gdvertios it for =, we 
will let you now have one for only $1.98 p' 
SEND NO MONEY ; Juste name and address. 
Pay posters $1.98 plus 
‘ederal Tax, C.O.D. postal charges. Satisfaction 
pec or return Perithin 10 days for refund. 
BOIL-Q WI K 4554 Broadway, Dept. 3-96, Chi 


secret code on back of each card tells YOU 


same deck for usual card comes. such as 
8 


WSONGS 


NEW songwriters, poets share $33 millions 
yearly. Songs Composed, PUBLISHED, 


6000 Sunset, HOLLYWOOD 287, Calif. 


sands with 





face down. 
and how to 
tricks. Use 





HUM AN HA R STYLES] _ Amazing 100-Year-Old Gypsy Bait Oil 
MAKES FISH BITE 


OR NO 
COST 





Mystery an Makes ! Smell 
Feeding Fish Go Crazy 


— are oe learni: what wandering G: 
ro aD - ny kinds of the eget var 

such as cathsh, bu beads, « carp, snappers, are oe iooane mo 

}ypsies invented this amazing scented oil ioransin Mhat excites 
these fish through the thousands of tiny smell organs qovering 
their bodies. A whiff while feeding and these fish streak ma 
for your bait. They all fight over & and ag | the largest ot hek 
wins. Just dab mystery scented Gyps — ait Oil on your 
bait. . hb lakes, rivers, cree! pon r the ocean ... stil 
fish with pole and bob ber, cast, troll or’ Sy . if youre isn in 
the biggest opto os the entire party, zort money back. 
we're crazy Yor tical ras: like. us send you the 
DOUBLE STRENGIER GYPSY Fen BAIT OIL to try 
at our ris 


Catch 300 Big Fish or Money Back 
Sen new DOUBLE STRENGTH GYPSY FISH 
BAIT. vith Mtiouble size) for $1.98 or 3 for $4.98. On arrival 
our money plus C.O. Postage thru postm: 

orders sent prepaid. If you ‘don’t catch at least 300 
emell feeding fish (big ones too) before all the Gyre = 

up return empty bottle for money back E! 
Handy water-resistant fisherman's for matches, 
lunch, tobacco, ete. included free to keep even if yo 
return empty bottle. Accept this friendly qalbenan, 
Write today to 


WALLING KEITH CHEMICALS, INC. 


Dept. 723-C, 100 S. 41st Street, Birmingham, Alabama 











MARCEL IRON PROFESSIONAL 29 
ee A~Lieht - “EE — Straight Teeth eae 
eo AA—B 4 = 
ee) Size D, 1.89 


FRENCH IRON | Plain Mention « 
All Sizes | Rolling Handles . 
— OIL STOVE sTove—$349 


Burns K 


Extra wich 0 -.. 3 for $9 


Just pay postman on sivery 


plus postage c' 


ELLIS RAND co. 
2349 Milwaukee Avenue 
Dept. 1682 Chicago 47. 










HEAVY 

Hs BRASS ComB — 219 

Curved Teeth. Wood or wire handle oo $ 
BOBBY $400 

a eee Colma FSS 


‘or pressing short hair and ends. 





MONEY! 








PROFESSIONAL 69 
BRASS COMB — Straight Teeth oe 











om... 


shers 


jicago 40, i. 





ANY PHOTO ENLARGED 


form, groups, landscapes, pet ani- 
mals, etc., or enlargements of an: 
part of a group picture. Original is 
returned with your enlargement. 


Send No Money 3 tor$]5° 
opst (any sine pom gonad ive Foor, enlargement, 
sho en 
guara: 1 b double-' ~weight 
ran a eed fadeless,on beauti: ~ ey 


Size 8 x 10 Inches 
on DOUBLE-WEIGHT Paper 6 i. 
Same price for full length or bust 


= 






5 pay, 
‘ake advantage of this amazing offer "ina your photos today. 
Professional Art Studios, 544 S. Main, Dept. 58-C, Princeton, Illinels 





SIMULATED DIAMOND LADIES’ 
ENGAGEMENT and WEDDING RINGS 
per set 
Only of 2 rings 
You'll love these rings—the simulated 
diamonds look like a ‘‘million dol- 


‘kle —_ many stones. 
ONEY 


thin 
alt MY, 








“If not Pleased return 
White or yellow gold 
r effect 3 roo ange silver mount- 
AREM 


- nes. 
Both rings for $1 30 Church St., Boot. A- 350, New York 7,N. 


SUBSCRIBE TO TAN 
TODAY 




















DO YOU 
WANT 
POWER? 


Power to make you victorious in all you undertake? 
Power to make people admire you? Power to earn 
money? Power to gain popularity—love? Power to 
make anyone follow you? will send you informa- 
tion which is the result of scientific research. This 
information and directions will help you become 
more masterful and exert greater influence. You will 
be able to break prevailing misconceptions. IF YOU 
ARE La a YOUR MONEY IMMEDIATELY 

Just send your name and address. Pay on 
delivery "$2, lus postage or send $2.00 cash or 
money order al 


I will pay postage. 
FREE with every order: Talismanic Seal of Luck in 
blood-red ink on Egyptian mottled parchment. 
SECULAR PRODUCTS, Dept. 101-A 
504 HICKSVILLE RD., MASSAPEQUA, N.Y. 
65 














cently snoring. Well, I was disappointed 
and hurt. I kind of wished that she had 
thrown something at me, cursed me, or at 
least asked me where I had been. Of 
course, | wouldn’t have told the truth but 
she could have asked! 

[ slid in beside her and during the 
night I thought I heard her crying. I 
listened real hard but decided I must have 
heen mistaken. 

\ few weeks later Sylvia and I had an- 
other téte-a-téte. In fact we were quite a 
steady twosome. I asked her about Carl 
ind how things stood between them. I 
hadn’t seen him since we had had those 
words. She said, “Carl is nice. 
Real nice. If it wasn’t for you, lover boy, 
[ just might marry him.” Carl should 
have given me a good swift kick in the 
ear department, then maybe I would have 
had the decency to let her alone. but as 

was I just couldn’t resist her. 

Verna, in the meantime. was her same 
weet self. I don’t know if she suspected 
what was going on or not, as I always tried 
to make it home at a reasonable hour. 
One night on one of my rare evenings at 
home, I was preparing to take a shower 
when I noticed that Verna looked like she 
was putting on a little weight. 

“Gee, honey.” I said, “married life is 
greeing with you. You’re putting on a 
little weight. aren’t you?” She was comb- 
ing her hair and answered around bobby 
“Yes, I am, and in a few more 
months [ll be twice this big.” I replied 
that that was wonderful as she could stand 
a few pounds, then went and got in the 
shower. Then it struck me! “Twice as big 
in a few months.” was what she had said. 
[ stuck my head out of the door, dripping 
vet, and shouted, “Say, Verna, are you by 
iny chance pregnant?” She said, “Uh, 
uh.” I exclaimed, “Well Ill be dog- 
coned!” I could immediately visualize a 
son as big and handsome as I was. I 
ouldn’t wait to tell Sylvia. 

rhree or four months later, after spend- 
ing a delightful evening in Sylvia’s arms, I 
opened the door expecting Verna to be 
isleep and was surprised to find that she 
was sitting on the unopened sofa, very 
much awake. 

She asked, her voice dripping with acid, 
Did you enjoy yourself?” I answered. 
Well, not exactly, you know how it is. I 
got tied up with a customer.” Verna was 
juite large. She was nearing her seventh 
nonth of pregnancy. 


heated 


Ditls, 


QC HE GOT UP from the sofa and careful- 
ly laid down her glasses. She then 

ime towards me with her eyes blazing. 
‘Liar!” she screamed. “You filthy liar! 
I'm leaving you; I’m going back to Arkan- 
sas, but before I do I am going to scratch 
your eyes out!” Then she made a leap 
and with her fingers curled like claws she 
I’ve still got some marks 
left on my neck. I let her get some of her 
steam off, but then I caught her wrists and 
held them tight. She struggled like a wild- 
60 


landed on me. 


cat, screaming and crying like crazy, tell- 
ing me what a no-good so and so I was. 

Then she stopped quite suddenly and 
cried, “Eric, Eric, the baby—! I—think 
he’s started—!” Well, that scared the 
hell out of me. I thought that she meant 
she was going to have the baby right then 
and there. “Now take it easy, Verna, take 
it easy, I'll call the doctor.” Then I 
started running around the room in circles. 

She sat down but got up almost at once. 
her face drained of color. “No. don’t call 
the doctor. Just get me to the hospital 
right away.” 

Never before had a short drive taken so 
long. She was rushed upstairs in a wheel- 
chair. When the elevator doors closed I 
was escorted to the fathers’ waiting room. 
And there I sat. terrified. There were four 
or five other guys waiting also. but they 
‘ooked curiously relaxed. The doctor came 
‘n every hour or so, to inform some one of 
them the sex of his newborn. Finally there 
was no one left but me. 

I sat in my chair and started thinking. 
really thinking about how rotten I had 
treated Verna during our brief marriage. 
I hadn’t been mean to her. I had never 
laid a hand on her. We never argued. I 
just ignored her. I had just pretended 
that she didn’t exist. I reached for her oc- 
casionally to satisfy my own need, but 
there had never been any understanding 
or tenderness in our lovemaking. I didn’t 
know if Verna had ever been satisfied or 
not. I don’t believe I really cared. Yet, 
she never complained. 

I got to thinking about what a sincere. 
sweet person she was, how much I had en- 
joyed her company before our marriage. 
I thought about how cozy and warm she 
had made the apartment. I had really 
gotten accustomed to seeing her on the 
sofa when I had come home late at night 
or in the wee hours of the morning. I had 
resented our marriage from the start and 
hadn’t given it a chance. “I'll make it up 
to her.” I whispered to myself. “I’ll make 
it up.” 

I went to the window and saw the day 
beginning to dawn. I looked down into the 
sleeping streets, at the silent buildings 
looming in the grey mist. 

After hours had passed, the doctor came 
and asked if I was Mr. Crawford. I nodded 
my head. “Mr. Crawford.” he said, “your 
wife is still in labor. You know, of course. 
that the baby was not due for another two 
months. This is what we call a premature 
birth.” He paused for a moment. “There 
are a few complications, but we are doing 
all we can possibly do to save them both.” 

I grabbed his arm. “What did you say?” 

He repeated, “We are trying to save 
them both, but your wife is not cooperat- 
ing.” 

“What do you mean?” My voice came 
out in a croak. 

He explained that the fetus had not been 
in the womb for the usual nine months and 
therefore did not have the necessary 


strength to come out of the womb alone 
He explained that the mother would hay, 
to bear down with all the strength 4 
could muster to help the fetus find its wa 
out. Sometimes, he added, if the fer 
stays in the womb too long, it will y 
course suffocate. “That is something thy 
we are trying to prevent because other 
complications might set in.” he conclude 
“Perhaps if you speak to your wife...» 

He led me to her room. I shall ney 
forget how pathetic. how alone Ver, 
looked in that big white bed. I took be 
small hands in mine. I said, with tears jy 
my voice. “Verna, baby, try, please try’ 
She opened her eyes and gazed into mine 
Maybe there was something in my eyes, jp 
my face to let her know how T felt. I don} 
know. but she smiled and said, “All right 
Eric, [ll try.” 

I was led back into the waiting roop 
that was still deserted and tried to read, 
magazine. After a futile attempt at read. 
ing. I slammed the magazine down and 
threw myself on my knees. I’m not a pray. 
ing man, as I had always figured that w 
make our own breaks on this earth, but] 
prayed that night. The prayers came hal- 
ingly. I hadn’t prayed since I was a child 
I searched my mind for one, anyone at all 
It came up with the “Lord’s Prayer’ 
After I said that one several times | 
searched my mind again. but none came 
So I said words like. Dear God in Heaven, 
spare Verna, please spare her. Or: I know 
that I’ve been rotten, real rotten. but Lord 
please forgive me. Or: I’ve made a mock 
ery of my marriage vows. but if You wil 
forgive me this time I’m going to straight 
en up and fly right. I promise You. 

The morning came and went. The sun 
went down, then it was night again. Wher 
the grey dawn was lighting the skies, the 
doctor came in quietly and said, “Cor 
gratulations, Mr. Crawford. You havea 
five-pound boy.” 

“My wife?” I whispered. “She is res 
ing. You can see her now.” 

Again I was led to her room. a different 
one this time. It was brighter and gayer. 
She reached her hand out. I took it quick 
ly. She smiled and said, “Mr. Crawford, 
you have a wonderful son.” I said, “Mrs 
Crawford, I also have a wonderful wife” 
There were tears in her eyes. I didn’t say 
anything else. What was in my heart must 
have been written in my eyes. 

Well, all of this happened five years ago. 
There are three little Crawfords now. Ver 
na grows more beautiful with each passing 
day. 

Sylvia and Carl? Well, they broke up 
over something and then I heard she left 
town and finally got into trouble with some 
guy out East. 

Me? Why I’m bigger than ever, more 
handsome than ever, and still one of the 
best salesmen in the whole United States 
America. I also am a praying man and 
count my blessings every day. THE END 
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A Prisoner Of My Hate 


(Continued from Page 33) 


and the boys will grow taller than you.” 

“J guess you aren’t so happy you're tall- 
er than me now.” I heard my brother’s 
voice coming from the door way. 

“Robert.” Miss Scott said. “It 
nice of you to listen.” 

“[ don’t care if he did listen. I’m still 
clad I’m taller than him. I don’t want to 
he short.” I lied. 

“Yes, you do want to be short. because 
vou want to be a fairy and you can’t be 
one because you are tall.” Robert 
shouted. 

“Now. now.” Miss Scott said. “Robert 
you mustn’t tease your sister. Both of you 
vo home and tomorrow you can tell me if 
vou want to be a flower, Ruth.” 

Robert ran out of the school ahead of 
me. I stayed in the building until I 
thought he had gone. When I walked out 
of school he and a group of his friends 
were waiting for me. 

“Ruth is too tall to be a fairy. Ruth is 
too tall to be a fairy.” they shouted. 

“Leave me alone or I'll beat you up,” I 
shouted back at them. I ran toward them 
and they ran away from me _ shouting. 
“Ruth is too tall to be a fairy.” They 
would stop running until I had almost 
caught them and then run again. 

Tears streaming down my cheeks, I ran 
into the house telling my mother what had 
happened. Mother was busy cooking din- 
ner and she simply told me. “Don’t worry 
about it Ruth, you’ll stop growing soon and 
the other children will keep growing until 
there won’t be any difference. You just 
took after your father and his people. Now 
go out and play until dinner is ready.” 

I went to my room instead. That night 
lying in bed I hated my father and his 
people for being tall . . . I hated the boys 
for not being taller than me... I hated 
Miss Scott for not letting me be a fairy 
any way... and I hated my brother and 
his friends for teasing me. 

Fired by my hatred, I was determined to 
show the children at school that I didn’t 
care if I were taller than they. I decided 
not to be in the play since I couldn’t be a 
fairy. 


wasn’t 


too 


| DECIDED THAT I WOULD do every- 

thing I did better than anybody else. I 
would show them that just because 
I couldn’t be a fairy didn’t mean that I 
couldn’t do anything. 

The first seat in the first row in my 
classroom was reserved for the pupil mak- 
ing the best grades for the week. I had 
never been in the seat, but I decided that 
would be my seat for the rest of the year. 

Everyday I would rush home from school 
::. if I didn’t have to stop and fight some- 
one for teasing me . . . and study my les- 
‘ons. On Monday mornings I'd get to 


school early to see the list of the top pupils 
on the blackboard. 

Finally. the day came when my name 
was at the very top. I stood before the 
blackboard just staring at my name and 
then rushed to the honor seat. 

After the morning prayer Miss Scott 
said. “Now boys and girls we are going to 
do our arithmetic. Please copy the prob- 
lems which are on the first board. Re- 
member. this is the beginning of a new 
week and everybody has a chance to work 
for a seat in the first two rows.” 

“They might get in the first two rows, 
but this will be my seat for the rest of the 
year.” I thought silently. 

“Miss Scott. I can’t see the blackboard 
for Ruth.” said one of the boys behind me. 

“Ruth is too tall to be sitting in the first 
seat.” said a girl. 

“Now, now. all of this is not necessary,” 
Miss Scott said. “Ruth would you mind 
sitting in back of the row? We'll make a 
badge for you today so that everyone will 
know that you are the top pupil for the 
week.” 

“J don’t want any old badge! I want 
this seat, it’s mine. I got the highest grades, 
it’s mine. They are just mad because I’m 
smarter than they are.” 

“That’s not so. We can’t help it if you’re 
so tall,” shouted one of the boys. 

“We sure can’t.” added someone else. 

“Okay, that will be enough of that,” in- 
terrupted Miss Scott. 

“Ruth, you are a little taller than the 
other children,” my teacher said softly. 
“Please...” 

“T will not sit in the back of the row,’ 
I cried. “I will not! I will not!” 

I ran out of the room and cried all the 
way home. “Mother, Mother.” I cried as I 
ran into the house. “Miss Scott won’t let 
me sit in the first seat and I made the high- 
est grades in the whole class. She said .. .” 

“Ruth. stop shouting and crying and 
what are you doing home this time of 
day?” Mother asked me. 

“The person who makes the highest 
grades for the week is supposed to get the 
first seat in the first row. but the children 
said they couldn’t see the blackboard be- 
cause I’m so tall.” I tried to stop crying 
as I told Mother my problem. 

“Ruth. you don’t ever see Robert coming 
home crying all the time.” Mother told me. 
“Tf you aren’t fighting. you’re crying. How 
many times do I have to tell you that it 
won’t be long before the other children 
are as tall as you? Now go wash your face 
and go back to school. Miss Scott is a very 
good teacher and she won’t have you do 
anything wrong.” 

“I’m not going back to school, never, 
never. I hate Miss Scott. I hate...” 

“Ruth I have too much work to do to fool 


° 


with you,” Mother shouted at me. “Now 
do as I tell you.” 

“T won’t! I won’t!” I cried and ran into 
the bathroom and locked myself in. I 
didn’t come out until my father came home 
from work and threatened to whip me. 

The next morning when I refused to go 
to school, he did whip me. I was put in 
another class where the seating arrange- 
ment was not determined by grades. Of 
course, I was seated in the back of the 
room because of my height. It didn’t mat- . 
ter. I was so full of hate by then that 
nothing mattered. I didn’t play with any 
of the children. If they laughed when I 
was near, even if I didn’t know what they 
were laughing about, I'd think they were 
laughing at me. If I thought my parents 
were giving more attention to my brother 
than they were giving me, I became angry. 

Secretly I was waiting for the day when 
the children caught up with me in height 
as Mother and Miss Scott had promised 
they would. The children did grow. but so 
did I. By the time I was ready to go to 
college, I was standing 5’11” in my stock- 
ing feet. 

Before I left for college my mother came 
to my room and told me, “Ruth you have 
never given yourself a chance to make 
friends. At college you will have the op- 
portunity to meet many new people. Try to 
be friends with them and I am sure they 
will be friends with you.” 

Mother’s words stayed with me all the 
way to school. I promised myself that I 
was going to try to change. My life had 
been very lonely. I’d never had any 
friends. I spent all of my time either study- 
ing, drawing or sewing. 


WAS UNPACKING MY BAGS when 

Helen Brown, my roommate. arrived. 

“Hi, ’'m Helen Brown. Guess we are 
going to be roommates,” she said pushing 
her bags into the room. 

“Yes, I guess we are.” I replied. “I’m 
Ruth Gleason.” 

“Say, this is a wonderful room and we 
are on the front. Don’t you just love it?” 
Helen was every excited. 

“Yes, I do like it.” I said. I’d been so 
withdrawn most of my life I didn’t even 
know how to carry on a decent conversa- 
tion. 

“Come on, let’s decide how we are go- 
ing to fix up this room,” Helen continued. 
“Now let’s see. we'll have to get a bulletin 
board...” 

“T have one.” I interrupted her. I was 
happy to have something to offer. [ rushed 
to my trunk and showed it to her. “I’m 
going to put ruffles around it after we get 
our bedspreads.” 

“Say, it would be great if we could get 
bedspreads with the same color ruffles 
around the bottom,” Helen said and after a 
little thought added, “but those kind of 
spreads cost too much.” 

“T can make the spreads,” I told her. 

“You mean you sew!” 

“Yes and I can make draperies too. | 
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brought my sewing machine with me,” I 
idded proudly. 

Helen and I shopped for the material to- 
wether. It was wonderful to have a friend. 
[t was a simple matter for me to make the 
:preads and draperies and Helen helped 
with the hemming. We worked at it all day 
ind by dinner time we had the room all 
decorated. 

\fter dinner several girls stopped by 

room to meet us. All of them liked 
sur room. Helen was quick to tell them 
that I did the sewing. The girls praised 
my work and I glowed with pride. It felt 
<0 good to be accepted. 

Several of us decided to go to a coke 
party at the gym that the seniors were giv- 
ne for new students that night. I was 
ery happy as I dressed for the dance. I 
thought that my life was really at a turn- 


the 


ing point. 

Che dance was in full swing by the time 
we arrived at the gym. Some of the kids 
were dancing to records while others stood 
around and talked. We were standing just 
inside of the door when a tall handsome 
fellow with big broad shoulders walked 
ip to us. 

“Welcome to State. ladies.” he said. “I'm 
Rodney Washington.” 

We introduced ourselves and he took 
us to the table where Cokes were being 
served. Several fellows came over to meet 

One of them was from Helen’s home. 

“Helen.” he said. “I was by your dorm 
twice this morning. Where were you?” 

“My roommate and I went shopping for 
things to decorate our room with,” Helen 
told him. “You should see it. It is just 
beautiful. Ruth made the bedspreads and 
draperies. Oh. oh, this is Ruth Gleason,” 
Helen said looking at me, “and Ruth this 

Jack Wilson from my home town.” 

“Hi.” Jack said just giving me a glance. 
Helen. let’s dance.” He took Helen by the 
hand and led her to the dance floor. As 
walked away. I heard him say to 
Helen. “Now that is what T call a long 
drink of water.” 

[ couldn’t hear Helen’s reply, but the 
old hate that had been in me for so long 
old me that she agreed with him. I looked 
iround me and saw that I was the only girl 


they 


left at the table. Angry because of what 
lack had said and ashamed because I 


hadn't been asked to dance as the other 
girls had been, I left the hall. 

[ had been in the dorm about twenty 
\inutes when Helen came into the room. 

“Ruth. are you all right?” she asked. 
Why didn’t you tell me you were leaving 
The concern that Helen was 
howing for me made me feel bad for ever 
thinking she would say anything unkind 
ibout 


tne dance? 


me. 

“Oh. 1 just have a headache. I’m okay,” 
[ told “You really shouldn’t have 
ome home. I’m all right.” 

‘Are you sure you’re okay?” she asked. 
| assured her that I was. 

“Well. okay there is still about an hour 
before closing hours. so I think Tl go 


her. 


03 


back to the dance.” she told me. 

Alone in my room. I spent the next hour 
feeling sorry for myself. 

After closing hours, several girls came 
to the room and talked about the dance. I 
was happy when Helen said, “I had a nice 
time. but that Jack Wilson got on my 
nerves. He is such a jerk.” 


HE NEXT MORNING THERE WAS 

an invitation to a sorority dinner dance 
for Helen and me under our door. I was 
thrilled to no end about the invitation. 
Helen shared my excitement. 

“ve heard about affairs for 
years.” told me. “There will be a 
speaker and the sorority girls will sing and 
later after dinner some fellows will come 
over and we'll dance.” 

The thought of another dance sent waves 
of fear through me. I knew none of the 
fellows would dance with me and I just 
couldn't take another experience like last 
night. 

“T don't 
Helen. 

“Oh. no.” Helen said, “you just have to 
go. Even if you don’t want to pledge this 
one, this is a good way for you to meet 
more kids.” 

After much persuasion from Helen. I 
finally decided to go. At Helen’s sugges- 
tion. IT wore the pale yellow party dress I'd 
made. Helen was very good at applying 
make-up and fixed my face for me. As the 
girls stopped by our room on their way out. 
they told me how nice I looked. This gave 
me some confidence. 

All of the girls at the dinner seemed to 
like me. Just before dinner each of the 
guests had to tell something about them- 
selves. I felt a little ashamed getting up 
behind girls who had been class presidents. 
beauty queens and club sweethearts. I 
could only tell them that I graduated from 
my high school with top honors and that I 
drew and sewed a little. 

After the dinner several of the sorority 
girls came to talk to me. There was at 
least one talking to me all the time until 
the fellows started to come. One of the 
first fellows to arrive was Rodney Wash- 
ington. 

“So. we meet again,” he said. “You left 
the dance last night before | had a chance 
to dance with you, Ruth.” | was shocked 
that he remembered my name. 

“Come on.” he said taking my hand. 
“let’s make up for lost time.” I was hap- 
py that a slow record was playing. 1 
couldn't really dance. but at least I could 
follow a little when the music was slow. 

“Well. how do you think you're going 
to like State?” he asked. 

“Oh. I'm sure I'll love it.” I said. Rod- 
ney was about 6’3”. Dancing in his arms 
made me feel short. I had never been that 
close to a fellow before and my whole body 
tingled with excitement. 

“How do you like this sorority?” he 
asked casually. 

“Oh, I just think the girls are wonder- 
ful,” I teld him. 


these 


she 


think told 


I want to go.” I 


“They like you too,” Rodney told my 
“Do you think you'll pledge?” 

“I might if they invite me.” I said, anj 
at that moment prayed that they would, 

“I’m sure you will be invited and if yo 
pledge you will be my sister.” Rodne 
said, “so please pledge.” 

Rodney stayed with me most of the eye. 
ning. He told me a lot about himself, }, 
was captain of the basketball team an/ 
president of the senior class. It was wop. 
derful talking to him and IT felt proy) 
when I noticed that all of the new girk 
were looking at us. 

About an hour before it was time for the 
party to end Rodney asked me if he migh; 
walk me home. The captain of the basket. 
ball team walk me home ... this was mor 
than I had dared to dream. 

“Of course you may.” I told hin 
“Mind if I check my make-up first?” 

“No. go right ahead. but be sure to come 
back.” he said. That was _ foolish | 
thought. something really terrible would 
have to happen for me not to return to 
him. 

I was happily headed for the loung 
when I was stopped by the words. “Say. 
it’s real great of you to lend Rodney to 
Ruth for tonight.” I could see a group o 
sorority girls in one of the rooms off the 
hall but they didn’t see me. 

“Well. it’s all for the cause.” 
other girl. 

“And the cause being that this sororit 
needs somebody with some brains in it to 
help with the grade average.” added some. 


one, 


said an- 


“He is going to take her home now and 
come back and get me.” said one girl. | 
noticed that she was short. I called my- 
self a fool for thinking that anybody like 
Rodney who could have the pick of the 
campus. would pick me. 

“Ruth really isn’t a bad looking girl, but 
she is so tall.” 

“Well. IT don’t care if she is ten feet 
tall. she has the highest grade average o! 
any new girl on campus and we need her.” 

“There is one thing for sure. we won' 
have to worry about her partying and los 
ing her grade average. The fellows aren‘ 
going to rush to date anybody as tall a 
she he 

“Do you think she will pledge?” 

“Of course she will. Rodney can talk 
anybody into doing anything.” 

I couldn't take anymore. I ran into the 
room and shouted. “Well. you can have 
your Rodney back. I don’t like him any 
way. I wouldn’t pledge this sorority if it 
were the last sorority on earth.” I got m 
coat and left. 

I was crying my heart out when Helen 
got home. Several of the girls on the floor 
came to see what was wrong with me. The; 
were all shocked that such a dirty tick 
was played on me. All the new girls de 
cided not to pledge that sorority. I kep! 
saying how foolish it was of me to fall for 
Rodney's line, but Helen told me. “Ruth. 
you can’t blame yourself. Any girl would 
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have danced with and talked to him. [| 
know that I would have. You had no way 
of knowing what was up. I’m just glad 
that we found out before it was too late.” 

I withdrew myself from all campus ac- 
tivities. Helen was the only friend I had. 
[don’t know what I would have done with- 


out her. The other girls on the floor were 
friendly. but since I didn’t go any place 


we never had too much to talk about. I 
still held a lot of hate in me. I could see 
no good in any sorority girls or any of the 
fellows on campus. 

I got a job working in the history de- 
partment. Most of the time. when [ wasn’t 
in class or studying. [I was working because 
| didn’t have any other activities to oc- 
cupy my time. Of course, I also had 
need for the money. Dr. Chubbs. the head 
of the department. seemed to really like 
me and had a lot of faith in me. I was the 
only student employee allowed to mimeo- 
sraph exams. Dr. Chubbs was afraid some 
of the other girls might give copies of the 
exams to their friends. 


ROM SEPTEMBER TO JUST BE- 

FORE CHRISTMAS vacation, my col- 
lege life consisted of nothing but classes. 
studying and working. It was about a week 
before I was to leave for my vacation when 
[ picked up the telephone and heard the 
party on the other end say, “Hello, Ruth, 
this is Rodney Washington.” I was 
-hocked and angered. 

“What do you want?” 


I asked roughly. 


“Ruth, I don’t blame you for being an- 
ery at me. I know you think I’m a heel, 
Mts. 

“That is exactly right.” I interrupted 


him. “I do think you are a heel and I do 
not care to talk to vou.” I hung up the 
phone with a bang. 

I told Helen about the call and she said. 
“I wouldn’t trust that Rodney Washing- 
ton any further than I could throw him, 
but it wouldn’t have hurt you to listen to 
what he had to say.” 

“No. I don’t guess it would have.” I 
agreed. “because I really wonder why he 
called. After all, it’s been three months 
since he tried to trick me into joining that 
sorority.” 

“That’s right.”” Helen said, “and if he 
had really wanted to apologize he could 
have done it well before now.” 

The next day I was on my 
dorm from the last 
someone calling me. 


way to the 
when I heard 
I turned around and 


class 


saw Rodney running toward me. 

“Ruth.” he said after catching up with 
me, “if you don’t want to talk to me, at 
least be kind enough to listen. Last night 
vou didn’t give me a chance to even tell 
you why I called.” 

“Okay, I’m listening.” I said as I walked 
m without looking at him. 

“I haven’t tried to explain about what 
happened September because | didn’t 
have the nerve to face you.” 

“And why do you have so much nerve 
now?” | asked. 


“[ like you. [ really do,” he said, “and it 
hurts me to know that you are angry at 


me. No one put me up to talk to you at 
that party. I talked to because I 
wanted to. The girl I was going with at the 
time told her sorority sisters that story to 
save face.” 

Rodney stopped me and with both hands 


you 


on my shoulders and said, “Ruth, please 
believe me and please forgive me.” I was 
so excited by Rodney’s touch that I 


wouldn’t dare look at him. 


“Okay. I believe you and I forgive you,” 
[ said jerking away from him. I didn’t 
want him to know how he affected me. 

“Gee, I'm glad.” he said. “May I take 
you to dinner tonight?” 

“No.” [ said bluntly. We had just 


reached my dorm and I ran up the steps 
without saying another word to him. 
Helen was waiting for me in the room 
when I got “Well. [I see Rodney 
Washington walked you home.” she said. 


I told her about our conversation and 


there. 


she said. “It’s all right to forgive him, but 
still wouldn't trust him.” 
“Don’t worry.” [ assured her, “Rodney 


Washington can do nothing for me.” 


I was awake half that night thinking 
about Rodney. One part of me told me to 
have nothing to do with him, while the 


other part of me longed for his touch and 
attention. Just before dropping off to 
sleep. I vowed to have nothing to do with 
Rodney Washington. 

The next day when I came 
my room was full of girls. 


in from class 


“Well, you finally got here.” one said. 
“Look, you have a dozen roses.” said 
another. “Open the card so we can see 


who sent them.” 

Slowly, I opened the small envelope con- 
taining the card that read, “It does no good 
to forgive. if you don’t forget. Rodney.” 

A complete silence fell over the room. 
The girls still he had 
done me in September. what is his 
story?” one girl asked. 

“T don’t know.” I said. “Maybe he is 
trying to make up for what happened.” 

“He sure did wait a long time.” said an- 


remembered how 


“Well. 


other girl. “If I were you...” 
“Okay. knock it off.” Helen interrupted 


the girl, “Ruth knows what she is doing.” 


The girls soon left the room. When we 
were alone I told Helen, “I don’t know what 
to do. I would like to go out with him, but 
I’m afraid he has something up his sleeve, 
although I can’t imagine what it is.” 

“Ruth,” “vou know Rodney 

known for many 
If you do go out with him, 


Helen said. 
bragging about how 
girls he can get. 
will you promise me 

“Helen. 
her. 

Our conversation was interrupted by a 
girl calling me to the phone. 

“Ruth,” Rodney’s voice very soft, 
“T just received word from home that my 
Mother is ill and I’m leaving for home to- 
night.” 


I’m not a fool,” I interrupted 


was 


“LT hope she will be all right.” I said, try- 


eeee Do You Want 
A HEAD OF HAIR 
that looks LOVELIER LONGER 


Make 
Amazing 


3-DAY 
TEST 
QUICK DOUBLE ACTION 


with Bernel’s Hair Cream 


1. It's loaded with LANOLIN., Lubricates BRITTLE, 
BREAKING-OFF, SPLIT ENDS, ITCHY SCALP. 2. Won- 
derful thin hair, temple grooming — massaging aid. Small 
amount daily keeps HAIR SOFTER, GLOSSIER, 
LOVELIER LONGER. Adds beautiful 
highlights which ts often the main attrac- 
tion of women with long lustrous hair 
BERNEL'S HAIR CREAM has delight- 
ful odor, NON-GREASY EFFECT. For 
all types hair 

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. 
Regular size $1.10, 

Large family size (6 oz.) $2.20. 
Postage extra if C.O.D 


NELSON’S COSMETICS bept. 1-4 


Box 104, G.P.0. New York 1,N.Y. __ 


, 
; 
G 


\ 


“oats 


\) 














tai] FEMALE HELP WANTED 


i. $23 $23 WEEKLY for wearing lovely 
‘21.| dresses received as extra re- 
wards.Justshow Fashion Frocks 

»efit} to friends in spare time. No in- 
ur-! yvestment, canvassing or experi- 
ence necessary. Fashion Frocks, 
Dept. B-31141, Cincinnati 2, O. 


PRAYER 


is a Foementase Mighty Power! Are you facing diffi- 
cult Problems? Poor Health? Money or Job Troubles? 

Love or Family Troubles? Are you Worried about 
someone dear to you? Is someone dear to you Drink- 
ing too much? Do you ever get Lonely—Unhappy— 
Discouraged? Would you like to have more Happiness, 
Success and “Good Fortune’’ in Life? 

If you have any of these Problems, or others like 
them, dear friend, then here is wonderful NEWS— 
NEWS of a remarkable NEW WAY of PRAYER that is 
helping teeuannes to glorious NEW happiness and joy! 
Whether you Retieve in PRAYER or not, this remark- 
able NEW WAY may bring a whole NEW world of hap- 
ay and joy to you—and very, very quickly, too! 

So don’t wait, dear friend. You will surely bless this 
day—so please don’t delay! Just clip this Message now 
— 1 mail with your name, address & 4¢ stamp to LIFE- 
STUDY FELLOWSHIP, Box 5203, N We 
will rush this wonderful NEW Message of PRAYER 
and FAITH to you by Return Mail absolutely FREE! 

















“tolgl PROFESSIONAL 


iil © © 1 
humic aX Go COnnE 9 00 


OILS 


$2.85 


FLORACO.B0x88 
FINCHMOND 40VA. 


69 











ing not to show that I was disappointed 
that he was leaving so soon. “I got your 
flowers. They are very pretty.” 

“I’m glad you like them.” he said as if 
it was nothing. “What I called for was to 
ask you if I could have another chance 
when I get back. I still want to take you 
out. How about reserving the first night 
after vacation for me?” 

“No.” I said firmly, “not the first night 
after vacation or any other night.” 

“Ruth. I knew you thought I was a heel,” 
Rodney spoke slowly, as if he was hurt. 
“Please believe me and give me another 
chance to prove myself.” 

Rodney sounded so sincere, I couldn’t 
say no. “Okay.” I said. “the first night 
after vacation.” 

“T’ll call you as soon as I get back.” 

I was full of excitement as I told Helen 
about my talk with Rodney. I was disap- 
pointed that she didn’t share my excite- 
ment because deep down I still had doubts 
about him. I couldn’t pin-point what it 
was, it was just a feeling I had. 

| was glad when it came time to go home 
for vacation so I could have more time to 
clearly think about Rodney. 


T WAS CHRISTMAS EVE when the 

postman brought me a package marked 
with Rodney’s return address. Although it 
said, ‘Do not open until Christmas,’ I 
opened it quickly. It contained the most 
beautiful earring and necklace set I’d ever 
seen. : 
Robert. my brother, was more proud of 
it than I was. He showed it to all his 
friends that stopped by the house. Robert’s 
friends treated me with a new respect. 
\fter much begging from Robert, I prom- 
ised him that I would invite Rodney to 
visit us between semesters in January. 

When I returned to campus, Rodney 
and I became a steady pair. I saw him 
every day and every week end he took me 
out. I was happier than I’d ever been in 
my life until the day during final week 
when he stopped by the dorm to see me. 
\s soon as I saw him, I knew something 
was wrong. 

“What’s the matter?” I asked him. 

“Oh. nothing.” he said slowly, “I just 
stopped by to tell you that I can’t go home 
with you between semesters. Your brother 
won't want to meet the ex-captain of the 
basketball team.” 

“What do you mean, ex-captain?” I 
asked. 

“Ruth. in order to stay on the team, I 
have to make a ‘C’ in all my classes. I’m 
sure to get a ‘C’ in all but one.” 

‘Which one is that?” 

“History. I’ve tried . . . believe me, I’ve 
tried, but [I just can’t remember those 
dates. | just can’t.” 

It hurt me deeply to see Rodney un- 
It hurt me even more to think of 
him not playing basketball. 

“Ruth, would you?” Rodney said, “no 
I can’t ask you that.” 

“Rodney, you can ask me anything you 


want. 


happy. 


iQ 


“No. this wouldn't be fair to you.” 

“Rodnev. what is it?” I begged. 

“Would you... I mean if it’s possible to 
do it without getting yourself in trouble 
... would you get me a copy of the exam?” 
Rodney asked me without looking at me. 

My heart pounded at the thought of 
stealing an exam. I’d never cheated for 
myself or anyone else. It wouldn’t be 
hard to do and no one would ever know. 
Rodney had brought a lot of happiness into 
my life. He did love me. he just told me 
so a few nights ago. It would be wrong. 
but Rodney meant so much to me and 
basketball meant so much to him. State 
would never win the tournament if Rodney 
didn’t play. Everyone on campus wanted 
State to win. I would be doing everyone 
a favor and anyway no one would know. I 
looked at Rodney. but I couldn’t answer 
him. 

“Please.” Rodney said. He looked like 
a child begging for candy. “Ill just an- 
swer enough questions right to get a C. 
No one will ever know.” 

I fought with myself all night. I didn’t 
tell Helen what Rodney asked me to do. I 
didn’t want anyone to know. 

After what seemed like an _ eternity. 
morning finally came. I was too nervous 
to eat breakfast. I went to work praying 
that I could remain calm. As soon as Dr. 
Chubbs came into the office. he gave me a 
copy of the history exam that Rodney’s 
class was to take and told me to mimeo- 
graph 100 copies. 

I was so nervous [ could hardly run the 
machine. I was happy no one else was in 
the room with me. It was the rule to tear 
up all the spoiled copies and put them in 
the incinerator. I did this to all. but one. 
T took that one and carefully tucked it in 
my sweater. 

I met Rodney after work and gave him 
the exam. I spent another sleepless night. 
I kept thinking of how wrong it was for 
me to steal. of what would happen if some- 
one found out. Far into the night I hated 
myself for what I’d done. 

The next day I waited for Rodney out- 
side of the building where he was to take 
the history exam. Finally Rodney came out. 
I rushed to him, but he only brushed past 
me without a word. I was shocked by his 
actions and deeply hurt. After all that ’'d 
done I didn’t expect to be treated like that. 
Fighting the tears back. I went to the dorm. 

There was a note there saying that Dr. 
Chubbs wanted to see me in his office. With 
fear in my heart. I went to his office. 

“You . you wanted to see me Dr. 
Chubbs?” I asked nervously, as I entered 
his office. 

“Yes, Ruth.” he said without looking at 
me, “I graded this paper first so you could 
see it.” He handed me Rodney’s history 
exam paper. A big red “F” was marked 
across the front. 

“T didn’t give Rodney’s class the exam 
I told you I was. I let you think you had 
the right exam because I knew what you 


were going to do. I knew Rodney Wash. 
ington would ask you to steal the exam 
for him the first day I saw him walking 
across the campus with you. Semester, 
after semester. he has managed to stay in 
school by stealing. Well. it’s all over now.” 

Dr. Chubbs got up from his desk and 
walked to the window. “Rodney’s friends 
also failed.” Dr. Chubbs said looking at 
me very hard. 

“What have his friends got to do with 
me?” T asked. 

“Oh, didn’t you know?” Dr. Chubbs 
said. “Each semester every fellow in his 
crowd gets an exam stolen and shares ijt 
with the crowd.” 

Rodney had lied to me. he told me he 
wouldn't tell anyone. 

“T suppose you're going to have me put 
out of school.” T said, not daring to look at 
him. 

“No. I’m not.” he said, “I feel that you 
just made a mistake. I want this to be a 
lesson to you. You have always been a 
good girl and I think I understand why 
you did this.” Returning to his desk, he 
said, “Ruth there are a lot of people that 
like you. but you don’t go half way to 
meet them. I feel that if you would allow 
yourself to be friends with more people 
you would meet the right type of people 
and wouldn’t be caught in things like this. 
I want you to remember this. that if a per- 
son really likes you, he won’t ask you to do 
things that are wrong.” 


ETURNING TO THE DORM. I was 

full of my old hate, but this time it 
was all centered on Rodney. Rodney left 
campus without calling me and I was glad. 
I had nothing to say to him. 

I started the next semester off at State 
with new vows of not allowing anyone to 
get close enough to me to hurt me. Again, 
I didn’t do anything but attend classes, 
study and work. 

There was a new fellow working in the 
history department. Howard Brown wasn't 
good looking and he was only about 59”. 
He was clean cut and his eyes sparkled 
when he laughed. He was working on his 
master’s degree so he could teach history. 
He was very friendly to everyone and 
seemed to always be happy. A couple of 
times he invited me to have a coke with him 
after work, but I always refused. I was on 
my way home one day when he asked me 
if he could walk with me. 

“I know the way to my dorm.” I told 
him, “I don’t need any help.” 

“Well, you can’t keep me from walking 
that way if I want to,” he said. I said 
nothing. 

“Nice day, isn’t it?” he said as we 
walked along. 

“This is my favorite season of the year. 
Which is your favorite season?” I was 
still silent. 

“Hate the whole world, don’t you?” he 
said. 

“No,” I said, “I just hate people who 
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insist on talking to me when I don’t want 
to talk to them.” 

“That is just what I said,” he told me, 
“vou never want to talk to anyone, so you 
do hate the whole world. Okay, I'll leave 
vou alone, but first I want to tell you this. 
| wonder how a girl as pretty and smart as 
you could be so withdrawn and full of hate. 
Rien 

“Look Howard, I’ve heard everything in 
the book and I don’t want to hear anymore. 
Least of all. do I want to hear that I’m 


pretty. There is no way for a girl as tall 


! as Tam to be pretty.’ 


“No, you aren’t pretty when you act so 
hateful,” Howard said, “But, you are pretty 
the few times you smile and those are the 
times I really like you. And anyway your 
height isn’t that important.” 

“Don’t tell me that it isn’t important,” I 
shouted at him, “All my life I’ve been . . .” 

“I know all about your past life and you 
can't hate the whole world because a few 
people are unkind toward you. You are so 
full of hate that you can’t see when some- 
one likes you just because you are you.” 

“Okay,” I stopped and faced him, “what 
do you want me to do for you, steal some- 
thing or pledge a sorority?” 

“I don’t want you to do anything, but get 
out of this shell you’ve built around your- 
self and try to like a few people,” Howard 
told me loudly. “I give up, I can’t fight 
hate.” Howard turned and walked back. I 
walked the rest of the way to the dorm 
thinking of what Howard had said. 

“I think you’ve really hit upon some- 
thing this time.” Helen said when I walked 
into the room. 

“What do you mean?” | said, not really 
caring. 

“One of the girls that works in the his- 
tory department told me that he is really 
gone on you, but you won’t give him a 
chance. Why don’t you?” 

“Oh, no, Helen.” I said, “this kid has 
had it, ’'m not putting myself in the posi- 
tion to be hurt again.” 

“Come off it. Ruth,” Helen said, “you 
are so full of hate, you can’t tell a really 
nice fellow that likes you when you see 
him.” 


LL THAT NIGHT I thought about 

Howard and Helen’s approval of him. 
Maybe I should give him a chance. Helen 
was a pretty good judge of people. If I’d 
listened to her I’d never trusted Rodney 
and allowed him to talk me into stealing 
that exam. Dr. Chubbs was also a good 
judge of people. He would never allow 
Howard to work in the department, if he 
wasn’t a nice fellow. 

The next day at work, Howard was a 
litle distant toward me. When he got 
teady to leave, I said, “Aren’t you going 
lo invite me to have a coke with you?” 

At first he just looked at me and then he 
‘miled and said, “Please do.” 

From that time on it has been Howard 
and me. He has given me a new faith in 
people and a happiness that I’m certain 


will be lasting. THE END 
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Ghost House 


(Continued from Page 19) 


have to wait for her to call on me to make 
is welcome in the neighborhood since she 
must be sixty-five if she’s a day.” 

“How is she, nice?” 

“Yes. but she seems kind of odd. She 
kept looking at me in the funniest way, and 
she seemed so surprised that anyone would 
build a house here. I guess she’s just a lit- 
tle queer. like some old folks are.” 

“Yeah. I guess so.” Kenny said. switch- 
ing off the light. 

We lay there in the darkness talking 
briefly. and then there was some small joke 
made and Kenny began tickling me and 
pretty soon our love play began. It was al- 
ways wonderful with us. 

But suddenly as I nestled there in 
Kenny’s arms. feeling his kisses on my 
neck and ears and his caresses, there came 
a loud scraping sound, as though a chain 
was being dragged across the roof. 

“What's that?” I said with a start. 

“I don’t know,” Kenny said. “Sounded 
like something up in the attic, only we 
don’t have an attic.” 

“Maybe it was on the roof,” I said. 

“I don’t know what it could be unless 
it’s a crow with extra-long claws.” Kenny 
replied jokingly. 

We waited a few moments in the silence. 
then Kenny kissed my throat again. 

“There it is again,” I whispered. fright- 
t ned. 

“Tt didn’t hear a_ thing.” 
burying his nose in my hair. 

“Listen!” I said. 

The scraping, clinking sound came 
vain. and this time Kenny heard it too. 

“Maybe it’s burglars.” I said, now thor- 
oughly frightened. 

“Well they sure can’t get in through the 
roof.” Kenny murmured, getting out of 
hed. He slipped on his trousers over his 
pajamas. then got a flashlight and a pistol 
he kept in his dresser drawer. “I’m going 

» take a look.” he said. 

“Oh. Kenny. be careful.” I urged. “Turn 
on the lights.” 

“No.” he said. “Then they'll know we 
hear them. You stay in bed.” 

Kenny tiptoed down the stairs and 
through the house. Then I heard him slip 
the front door open and go outside. I lay 
in fear. gripping the sides of the bed. I was 
afraid for Kenny to go outside, where he 
might get hurt. 

But in a few minutes he came back in 
ind turned on the lights downstairs. “No- 
body there,” he called up to me. 

I switched on the light in our bedroom. 
ind in a couple of minutes Kenny came up. 
‘All the windows and doors are latched, 
and I shined a light all up on the roof. If 
there was somebody here, they’re gone.” 

He put up the gun and the flashlight, 
slipped off his pants and got back into 
bed. I was still a little frightened. and 


Kenny said. 


aD) 


Kenny put his arms around me. “Now don’t 
worry.” he said. “There’s nothing to be 
afraid of.” 

“I—TI guess not.” I said. But I wasn’t so 
sure. I had the strangest. eerie sensation, 
and even at that moment I felt a chill wind 
about my shoulders and face. a wind whose 
very coldness caused me to perspire. 

“Kenny—lI think there’s a draft coming 
from some place.” 

“There can’t be.” he said, his voice be- 
ginning to sound a little impatient. “I told 
you I checked all the windows and doors. 
Besides. it’s a warm night outside. That 
noise just made you nervous. Just try to 
calm yourself and go to sleep.” 

I tried to do as Kenny said. but although 
I was very quiet and didn’t move, I didn’t 
go to sleep for a long time that night. 


HE FOLLOWING NIGHT. as I 

getting ready for bed. Kenny was brush- 
ing his teeth in the bathroom, and I thought 
how that strange sound outside the house 
had spoiled things the night before. I was 
not afraid now. having had a chance to 
think it over in the broad light of day. The 
noise had been there, that was certain, for 
both Kenny and I had heard it. But there 
must have been some explanation. There’s 
always something, I thought to myself with 
a smile. / never thought it would be this 
hard to get a chance to make love to my 
own husband. 

My thoughts were suddenly interrupted 
by the sound of crashing glass in the bath- 
room. 

“Kenny. don’t tell me you’ve started 
breaking up things in our house already.” 
I called to him. 

There was no answer. 

I walked to the bedroom door. “Kenny.” 
I called again. 

“Yes, Margaret,” his answer came back 
from the stairway. 

“What did you break? It sounded like 
you were still in the bathroom.” 

“T didn’t break anything.” he said. 

I walked to the bathroom. There. in the 
wash bowl, was the drinking glass I kept 
in the medicine cabinet. “Kenny. you did 
break a glass.” I said. 

“T did not break a glass, Margaret.” he 
said emphatically. walking into the bath- 
room behind me. 

“Kenny, now please don’t try to frighten 
me. Here it is right here.” 

He looked at the broken glass in the 
basin. “Okay. so there is a broken glass. 
But I wasn’t even in here. I was downstairs 
fixing a chicken sandwich.” 

I stared at the glass and then I stared at 
Kenny, and slowly I brought my hand up 
and clutched my throat—where I began 
to feel that chill air again. “Kenny—” I 
said with fright in my voice, “there’s some- 
thing strange in this house.” 


Was 


“Oh, don’t be ridiculous, Margaret, Oy 
of us left the cabinet door open and th 
glass wasn’t all the way back on the shel 
so it fell in the face bowl and _ broke 
There’s nothing strange about that.” 

“The medicine cabinet wasn’t even opey, 
Kenny.” I said quickly. “I tell you there. 
something strange—” 

“Stop it, Margaret,” Kenny demande) 
sharply. “Maybe it wasn’t in the cabine 
at all. Maybe one of us left it sitting o 
the side of the bowl and it fell in an) 
broke. You’re acting like a_ frightene; 
child.” 

“IT know, I know.” I said. “But after las 
night, that scraping sound and all. I just— 
well. I'm just nervous I guess.” 

1 pretended to forget it. But later whe 
we were in bed. I thought of the sound 
I had heard. and the glass that was myste. 
riously broken. and most of all. of the 
strange. cold air brushing against my face 
and throat and shoulders each time some. 
thing had occurred. Maybe it was m 
nerves, but I didn’t think so. Kenny’s at 
tempts to cuddle me to him that night wer 
in vain as my mind dwelled on the thing 
that had happened, and after awhile he 
dropped off to sleep as I stared up at th 
darkened ceiling. 


ENNY WAS to leave the next after 

noon on a two-day business trip, and 
when we arose that morning. I asked him 
about getting a dog for the house. 

“T never knew you cared for pets 
honey.” he said. “If you want a dog, we 
can certainly get one. I always had on 
when I was a boy. Tell you what. jus 
as soon as I get back to town. we'll se 
what we can find.” 

“Not when you get back. Kenny. pleas 
today. Not a puppy. a big dog.” 

“You mean like a watchdog? I though 
you wanted something like a_ cocke: 
spaniel. And what’s the hurry?” 

“Tl just feel better with some protec: 
tion in the house. You’re gone so much.” | 
didn’t want him to think I was still fright: 
ened about last night or the night before 

“Well. I guess if you say so. We can look 
up some pet shops in the telephone direc 
tory.” 

We ended up getting a big German 
shepherd that looked mean enough t 
frighten anything. But he was_ friend) 
when we talked to him and petted him. 

After Kenny was gone. I took the dog al 
over the house. 

“This is your home now. too. boy.” I toll 
our new dog, whom we had decided t 


name Rusty. “Your job is to help us pre | 


tect it. If you ever hear anything or sé 
anybody who doesn’t look right. you let & 
know, okay?” 

Maybe he didn’t really know what I we 
saying, but he looked at me as if he dit. 
and then licked my hand and gave a lou! 
bark. and I felt better. 

The next day, Mrs. Marshall. the olf 
woman who lived next door. paid her fit 
visit to the house. 

“I’m sorry my husband isn’t here f 
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you to meet him,” I apologized, “but he 
has to travel a lot.” 

“You mean you're here in this house all 
alone?” Mrs. Marshall asked, surprised. 

“Well. not exactly now. You met Rusty,” 
| said. Indeed she had met Rusty. He 
raised such a fuss when she came in that 
[had to put him in the basement. 

Mrs. Marshall was still talking. “Has 
everything been—well—all right over 
here?” she asked. 

“Why. yes, yes it has,” I lied. After all. 
she would think I was just an addle- 
brained. superstitious young dope if I told 
her the truth. “Why do you ask?” 

“Oh. I just wondered,” she said, looking 
of with a kind of strange expression on 
her face. “I just wondered.” 

But after she was gone, I felt sure that 
old woman knew something. There was 
something queer about her questions and 
her surprise that we had built on that lot. 

I was full of apprehension when I went 
to bed that night. my fears calmed only 
somewhat by the presence of Rusty by the 
side of my bed. I remembered dogs can 
hear sounds at eighty feet that humans 
couldn’t even hear at twenty feet. 

But there were no sounds to be heard 
that night. and finally I drifted off to sleep. 


HEN KENNY CAME HOME the next 
day. I threw myself into his arms and 
kissed him. 

“Well, this is more like the girl I mar- 
ried than the nervous woman I left a couple 
of days ago. I guess having a dog in the 
house has helped, huh?” 

“Tt sure has. Rusty is just wonderful. He 
barks like mad if anybody comes to the 
door. I’m sure he’d eat a burglar alive.” 

“Good.” Kenny said. “Maybe tonight we 
can have a little quiet and stuff.” He gave 
me a sly wink. 

“You lustful devil.” I said, kissing him. 

“Yeah, that’s me.” he said when he got 
the chance. “Also a hungry one. Let’s eat 
out tonight, okay?” 

We drove into town and ate at a Chinese 
restaurant, and then we went to a movie 
and later stopped in a little bar were there 
was a jazz combo playing. We had a couple 
of drinks and got home about two o’clock. 
Rusty roared like a mountain lion until he 
found out who we were. 

“Man, that is some watchdog,” Kenny 
remarked. 

“I told you,” I said. 

Within half an hour we were undressed 
and in bed. I reached for a copy of a new 
book I had been reading in my spare time. 

“Oh, no you don’t.” Kenny said. taking 
the book from my hands. 

“That’s a very interesting book,” I pro- 
tested, “all about love and romance.” 

‘Tl teach you all you need to know 
about love and romance,” Kenny said, kiss- 
ing me, igniting the fire and the storm. 

“Oh, Kenny,” I whispered, slipping my 
arms around his neck. 

He reached across me to turn out the 
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reading lamp on my side of the bed—and 
with a crash it fell to the floor! 

“Clumsy.” I murmured, so lost in the 
moment I did not even care about the 
broken lamp. But suddenly I was aware 
that Kenny was very still. 
even touched 
dumbfounded. 

“Kenny, you must have,” I said, coming 
abruptly out of my romantic stupor. “It 
couldn’t have fallen by itself.” 

“Maybe Rusty got caught in the electric 
cord and pulled it over,” Kenny said. 

“But I closed the door with him outside 
in the hall.” I said. The old fright was 
coming back into me now, showing in my 


“T never it,’ he said, 


voice 

“Now don’t start getting excited, Mar- 
garet,”’ Kenny said quickly. “Maybe—may- 
be I did brush against the lamp with my 
arm and didn’t realize it. After all, my 
mind wasn’t exactly on what I was doing.” 

“Turn on your light.” I said. “Pll clean 
up the broken pieces.” 

And then it came. just as before; that 
chill air, brushing my cheeks and bare 
shoulders—an eerie, cold wind. At that 
moment, Rusty began to whine patheti- 
cally outside our bedroom door. 

“Kenny, please turn on the light, please,” 
I urged, hysteria mounting in my voice. 

“Now calm down, Margaret—” 

“T can’t calm down,” I cut in. “Not with 
chains dragging and glasses and lamps 
falling all over the place.” 

Then. in tears, I threw myself in Kenny’s 
arms. “Oh, Kenny,” I cried. “I never be- 
lieved in things like this before, but may- 
be—well. maybe this house is haunted or 
something.” 

“How could the house be haunted?” 
Kenny said. “It’s brand new. And besides, 
there’s no such thing as a haunted house.” 

But even as he said it, Kenny sounded as 
if he was trying to convince himself as well 
as me. And later, after I had cleaned up 
the broken lamp and was back in bed, I 
thought | heard, ever so faintly, again the 
sound of a chain being dragged across the 
\t the same time. I felt Kenny’s body 
stiffen beside me. as if he heard it, too. 
But neither of us said anything. 


roo! 


WAS JITTERY most of the next day, 

even with Rusty in the house, and when 
I started to go down to the basement with 
a load of laundry for the washer, I real- 
ized | was frightened of its shadows. 

“You’ve got to get a grip on yourself,” 
I said out loud. “You're too old to be afraid 
when there’s nothing to be afraid of, and 
you den’t believe in ghosts.” 

Just the same, I didn’t go down into the 
basement. 

\ little while later, as I was sweeping 
the kitchen floor, I heard a crashing sound 
upstairs, and then a noise like something 
moving. I froze in my tracks, terror grip- 
ping me. “Rusty, Rusty,” I hissed. I looked 
around but didn’t see him. Slowly, I re- 
laxed my tense body. That was my answer, 
Rusty. He must have knocked over some- 
thing upstairs. 
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I went up to the bedroom. and a strange 
sight confronted me. There. in the middle 
of the floor, was the smashed portrait of 
Kenny—the picture I kept on the dresser. 
I kept it sitting back against the wall; 
Rusty couldn’t have knocked it over. And 
even if he had, it wouldn’t be in the middle 
of the floor. 

Slowly. I felt the cold beads of perspira- 
tion trickle over my body. and the cold, un- 
canny wind came as before. Back in the 
hallway. Rusty made a mournful sound. 


HAT EVENING. Kenny came home 

with a magazine and some books. “I’m 
trying to get to the bottom of these strange 
shenanigans.” he said. “And I want to 
put your mind at rest. It’s all explained in 
these books. and this magazine has a story 
about a family that has had spooky things 
going on all over their house for months. 
It’s called ‘Poltergerism’ or something. and 
it’s been happening since the year 300.” 

“Now that I know all that. am I sup- 
posed to feel better.” I said a little sar- 
castically. I didn’t mention the broken pic- 
ture. 

“Well. at least you might stop acting as 
jumpy as a cat,” Kenny said irritably. 

“You’re just as scared as I am, Kenny 
Richards, and you know it!” I shouted at 
him. I shouldn’t have done that. No man 
likes to have you tell him he’s frightened 
of something. 

“I’m not scared and you damn well know 
it!’ Kenny shouted at me. “It’s just a 
scientific phenomenon of some kind, and 
I’m trying to get a lot of superstitious 
junk out of your mind.” 

“You can call it whatever you want to,’ 
I shot back at him. “But something is not 
right in this house!” 

“For heaven’s sakes stop talking like 
that. Margaret.” Kenny demanded. 

“What’s the matter. does it scare you?” 
I taunted. 

Kenny glared at me, then whirled and 
walked upstairs. 

Later that night, we lay in stony silence 
on our separate sides of the bed. I couldn’t 
remember how long it had been since I had 
said a prayer, but this night I prayed that 
the nightmare would end. What nameless 
terror was it that made silent strangers of 
my husband and I, that threatened the 
very foundation of our marriage? What- 
ever it was. I prayed that it would go 
away, disappear before it was too late. 

I wondered now if Kenny was really 
asleep beside me, or if he, too, was making 
a silent, questioning prayer. 
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HE NEXT MORNING when I awoke, 

I was surprised to see Kenny packing 
his suitcase. I had forgotten he had an- 
other trip. 

“Oh, Kenny, please. not this time,” I 
said. 

“Now honey, you know I have to go,” he 
said. “Look, if it'll make you feel better, 
why don’t you call your sister Gladys to 
come and stay with you tonight?” 


“No, no I couldn’t ask Gladys. She’s got 
three kids to look after. Besides, I’d look 
ridiculous telling her I’m afraid. That's 
the worst part of all this, you can’t tell any. 
body because they’d laugh for sure.” 

“Well, nothing has ever happened while 
I’ve been away before, has it?” 

“No, so I guess nothing will happen 
now,” I said. I still didn’t tell him about 
the picture. 

After Kenny was gone. I made the bed 
and did my daily housework, then I went 
in to town and did some shopping. I kept 
as busy as I could to keep my mind off the 
house, 

I got back home just before dark. and 
Rusty bounded to the door to meet me. He 
acted as if everything was all right. but 
I took a tour of the place to make sure, 
I found no broken glass or anything to 
indicate there was anything wrong. Still, 
I could feel tension slowly mounting in me. 

I went to bed early and read from a new 
book of humor I had bought in town. | 
thought it would help put my mind as far 
from my worries as possible. I even took a 
sleeping tablet. and bedded Rusty down 
beside me. Soon, I was sound asleep. 


AWOKE with an icy terror gripping at 

my heart. My befuddled brain had to 
fight its way out from under the dulling 
effects of the sleeping potion but I was 
aware that I had to wake up. I could hear 
Rusty whining softly beside me. and | 
knew whatever it was. it had frightened 
him, too. 

And then I saw her! Enveloped in a soft 
pale glow and wearing a white negligee, 
she stood near the doorway. Her face was 
very pale, with a slight bluish cast. A 
beautiful woman—a beautiful, transparent 
woman. 

A scream caught in my throat. unable 
to escape my lips. 

The ghostly figure moved toward me a 
step or two, and her eyes were like fire 
as she leaned toward me and hissed in a 
croaking voice the unmistakable words: 
“Get out—get out!” 

Then the scream came. again and again 
as I rolled to Kenny’s side of the bed and 
quickly switched on the lamp. The figure 
vanished, but Rusty was whimpering like 
a frightened child. I screamed again, then 
leaped from the bed. 

Flicking on lights as I went, I ran out 
through the hall and down the stairs. feel- 
ing the chill air all about me. the cold 
perspiration drenching my body. 

I ran without stopping or looking back— 
out of the house and into the darkness. 

And then I saw the small light at Mrs. 
Marshall’s house. I wheeled and headed in 
that direction. gasping and sobbing. 

I cried out Mrs. Marshall’s name as I 
banged upon her door. I guess I made an 
awful commotion, because almost instant 
ly her young niece, Thelma, opened the 
door. 

“Why Mrs. Richards, what on earth’s the 
matter?” Thelma asked. 
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J guess I was too hysterical to make any 
sense before Mrs. Marshall came out. 
 #What’s going on at this hour of the 
night; who is it, Thelma?” she asked, 
and then she saw me. “Oh, Mrs. Richards. 
You poor woman. what’s wrong?” 

| was still crying so hard I couldn’t talk. 

“Get me that brandy out of the cup- 
hoard.” Mrs. Marshall told Thelma. “Here. 
drink this.” she said as Thelma brought 
the bottle and a glass. 

I took a long gulp, and the burning 
Jiquid seemed to calm me. 

“[_] saw it. It was in my room. I knew 
something was there. That’s what’s been 
making the noise. I knew it, I knew it.” 

“What are you talking about, child?” 
Mrs. Marshall asked. 

Itold her. as best I could, about what I 
had seen and heard. Thelma stared at me 
wide-eyed and frightened, but when I had 
fnished, Mrs. Marshall just nodded and 
said: “I was afraid of something like that.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 

She didn’t say anything. 

“You've got to tell me.” I shouted. “I’ve 
just seen a ghost. I know it. It told me to 
get out. I heard it. You know something. 
Mrs. Marshall, I know you do. You’ve been 
acting funny ever since we moved in.” 

Mrs. Marshall still did not speak. She 
got up and walked over to the window and 
pulled back the curtains, looking toward 
my house. Then I saw her body stiffen. 
“Mrs. Richards, come quickly!” she 
snapped. 

I jumped up and went to her side. 

At the window, I couldn’t believe my 
eyes. Flames were leaping from all the 
windows of our house. 

“Thelma, call the fire department.” Mrs. 
Marshall commanded. 

Pretty soon, the whole sky was lit up, 
and in the bright glow outside, I could 
see Rusty’s silhouette. He sat in front of 
the flaming building. baying at the moon. 
Apparently I left the door open when I 
ran out, and he had gotten outside safely. 
I made no attempt to go back inside the 
house to save anything. It would have been 
useless anyway. The place burned to the 
ground. 

“I don’t understand it,” one of the fire- 
men said later. “It was as if the whole 
house caught fire at once.” 

After the fire was out and everything, 
Mrs. Marshall gave me more brandy and 


F put me to bed. and I didn’t wake up until 


she came and told me Kenny was there. 

“Oh, Kenny, Kenny it was horrible,” I 
cried, running to him. 

“How did it happen?” he asked, his eyes 
wide with wonder. “The whole house. They 
‘ay it just went up in flames.” 

I explained to Kenny about what I had 
‘een, and this time he didn’t fuss or get 
mad. He just sat there. looking stunned, 
but I knew he believed every word. 

Then Mrs. Marshall spoke. “Maybe I 
could have saved you some of this if I 
had told you earlier.” she said. “But I 


didn’t want you to think IT was a nosy, 


idiotic old woman or a superstitious fool. 
But nobody has ever tried to live on that 
land since Elmira Davis.” 

“Who’s that?” Kenny asked. 

“Elmira was a pretty young thing,” Mrs. 
Marshall said. “She and her sister, Nor- 
vella, inherited the house when their folks 
died. Elmira was going with a young man 
named Perkins. They were going to be 
married. Well. one day. Elmira came home 
and found young Perkins there, making 
love to Norvella. Elmira ran and got a gun 
her father had kept on the place, and shot 
them both, then she set fire to the house. 
They managed to drag Norvella out before 
the place went up in flames. and she told 
what happened just before she died. Ten 
years later. somebody bought the property 
and built a house. They say all sorts of 
funny things happened in it. until one day 
it burned down too. That was years ago.” 

“But what could all that have to do with 
us?” Kenny asked. 

“Kenny.” I said, “remember when most 
of the things happened in the house—just 
when we went to bed?” 

“The story is that Elmira’s ghost still 
haunts the land,” Mrs. Marshall went on. 
“that she is a jealous woman. despising all 
lovers. That could account for it.” 

“T—1 still can’t believe in 
ghosts like that.” I said. “I mean, people 
just don’t come back. When you’re dead 
you’re done.” 

“You’re the one who saw the vision.” 
Mrs. Marshall said. “Do you think it was 
your imagination?” 

“No. But—but maybe it was a premoni- 


somehow 


tion or something. Maybe it was just some 
kind of warning. but not a real ghost.” 

“Did it really look like a 
Kenny said. 

“Yes—yes it did.” I described in detail 
the woman I had seen. 

Then I saw Mrs. Marshall’s eyes grow 
narrow. and her lips trembled slightly as 
she spoke. “That was Elmira,” she said. 


person?” 





ENNY AND T live on the other side of 
town now, in a new house where there 
are no strange sounds in the middle of the 
night: where I can melt in his arms and 
give him my love without a ghostly in- 
truder. But my thinking has changed a lot, 
and so has Kenny’s. I realize now that life 
is not as cut and dried as I had once 
imagined; that there are many things in 
this world that no person can explain. How 
else can I accept the fact that I was warned 
that terrifying night? Had I slept ten min- 
utes longer. I would have been burned 
alive. 
Kenny and I have two children of our 
and we don’t want them to 


develop any smug philosophy about what 


own now, 
happens after death, so we don’t sleep late 
many Sunday mornings. 

If you are like Kenny and I once were, 
you probably won’t believe all this. We 
either—if it hadn’t hap- 


THE END 


wouldn’t have 


pened to us. 
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A lovely complexion wins admirers. 
So, use Black and White Bleaching 
Cream as directed and see your dull, 
dark skin take on a new lighter, 
brighter, softer, smoother look. 

Its bleaching action works effec- 
tively inside your skin. Modern 


science knows of no faster way of 
lightening skin. 
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The skilled hand of 
| the German gun- 
smith is responsible 
| for this .22 caliber, 
| 6-shot repeater 
automatic with self-ejecting clip. Just 4” 
long, fits easily into pocket or purse. Ideal 
for sporting events, stage use. (not available 
to Calif. residents). Comes for $6.95 ppd. 
from Best Values, Dept. G-259, 403 Market, 
Newark, New Jersey. 
















SEE your complexion become lighter, brighter. 
New, improved NEVOLINE Bleaching Cream is 
unlike any product you ever have used before. 
No waiting hopefully for months to see the 
results you want. With the improved NEVOLINE 
formula we guarantee you will see your skin 
grow 3 shades lighter in just 3 days. 

2 oz. jar $1.25 Send cash, money order, 


6 or. far $3.00 With the order — 


PARIS IMPERIAL, P.O. Box 104-M 
Jackson Heights 72, N. Y. 
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Accused 


(Continued from Page 31) 


lidn’t waste breath on words that would 
mean little, I knew. I tried to talk things 
ever quietly with Chris, and after I'd 
phoned Mr. Polbein, the lawyer he wanted. 
[ went to the bank to draw some money 
from our savings. 

Mr. Polbein was with Chris when I got 
back, and he walked to the car with me, 
later. “You can prove it was all a lie, 
an’t you?” I asked. 

He was an old man with wise dark eyes, 
but his face went grave. “I can’t promise 
inything. I'd like to, but these cases—” he 
hook his head. “—they never end. and 
eople just don’t think sanely about them. 
ometimes. If there’s anything you can re- 
nember—any time you were gone, when 
it could have happened—” 

“But there wasn’t!” I shook my head. 
lhe time Chris worked at the Dilworths—- 
t was only for a few days. Why,” remem- 
ering. “it was the week school opened! 
Pat was away most of the time!” 

“She claims he took her home with him 
yn some errand.” the lawyer said. “He 
nsisted she go along for a ride in his 
sickup. then he invited her in for a piece 
f cake—and she claims it happened then. 
She says you were gone.” 

“She did come home with him one day,” 
[ recalled. “It was Friday. the last day he 
vorked there. Chris told her I was away 
ind to stay outside. But I had come home. 
She stayed in the backyard and talked with 
the Maceys—they’ll remember! Oh, I 
know they'll remember she was never in 
he house!” 

Mr. Polbein lifted his head. “I'll follow 
ou home and we'll talk to them! Maybe 
ve ean break this down after all!” 

\t first. the Maceys didn’t want to talk 
or fear they’d get mixed inte a_ horrid 
ase. but finally they did. When I remind- 
ed them how Pat had given advice. they 
emembered fully and corroborated my 
story. Furthermore, they said they’d been 
suilding the garden wall all that week. and 
iever, on any other day, had the Dilworth 
virl come home with Chris. 

Phat helped. And slowly, carefully, I 
raced back to my own activity that week. 
! hadn’t been away from home on any 
ther day. And I could remember it all 
learly. because all the doings that week 
vere working toward Chrissie’s birthday. 

The lawyer made a big point of that at 
the hearing, two days later. It was a closed 
hearing, on the girl’s account. but some- 
how the room seemed pretty well filled. 
(here were the Dilworths, tight-faced, an- 
sry. There was the school nurse, a couple 
of Pat’s teachers, a doctor, and a few 
others, and all of them turned even more 
erim-faced when Chris was brought in. 
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The Dilworths told their story. then the 
Maceys; after their testimony, Mr. Pol- 
bein put me on the stand, and when Id 
told my story, he said, “After two months 
have passed. most of us forget a lot that 
has happened. Yet a mother remembers 
her child’s birthday. She plans ahead for 
it, measures time by it. and recalls it ex- 
actly long afterwards. I beg you to keep 
that in mind.” 

Then he asked that Pat be brought in, 
and she came. pert-looking and defiant. 

I don’t recall just how he did it. because 
I was in such a haze of misery. I do know 
that he was very gentle with the girl, and 
finally she broke down and began to cry. 
It wasn’t Chris, she admitted. It was an 
older boy. the son of a neighbor. and their 
relations had been going on for quite a 
while. When the school nurse acted sus- 
picious. the boy got scared and told Pat 
she had to blame it on somebody else. and 
they’d picked out Chris he’d 
worked there. 

Oh. it was a joyous time, having Chris 
released—completely cleared of the awful 
charge. As we drove homeward. [ thought. 
There'll be the scars always, because of 
the terrible hurt and shame. But thank 
God it turned out this way, so we can 
start to forget. 

Forget? Certainly, for a little while. we 
tried to forget—-for a week. two weeks. 
possibly a month. Time didn’t mean so 
much. right then. because we were still in 
a haze of shock from what had happened. 


because 


WASN’T conscious of the whispers at 

first. Maybe I kept to myself a little bit 
more. because of the shame we'd suffered, 
but nobody mentioned what had happened. 
When Big Chris began saying that folks 
avoided him. I thought he was just imagin- 
ing things—until I went to market one day. 
and saw a couple of women acquaintances 
whisper. then hurry around a grocery stack 
as I came closer. And that very afternoon, 
when Chrissie came in crying because the 
kids wouldn’t come play with him. then I 
began to notice. 

Big Chris had fixed up a lot of play 
equipment in our fenced yard, and al- 
ways there'd been a lot of small fry there. 
Now no children came. And none invited 
Chrissie over. 

I told myself it wasn’t important. and I 
didn’t mention it to Big Chris. And things 
got so much worse that Chrissie’s play- 
mates weren’t important. Big Chris lost 
his job again. His boss said he hated to 
fire him, but his customers were saying 
that they didn’t want Chris on the various 
jobs, and he couldn’t keep him on the pay- 
roll without using him. 


“He suggested that I go to some othe 
town,” my husband said miserably. “Hey 
give me a recommendation. I guess jp; 
the only way, Ann.” 

We sold our house at a sacrifice. trade 
our car in for an old pick-up truck. loaded 
the rest of our possessions and headej 
north. Chris found work in another town, 
we rented a house, and started a new life 

But we couldn’t. of course. Somebody 
came along from Crescent City and tolj 
the story—that Big Chris had been 4. 
rested and tried for attacking a little girl 
I wrote back and got proof that he’d hee 
acquitted. but it didn’t seem to help. This 
time we left right after Chris lost his jo}, 
We were learning it didn’t pay to fight jt 

Twice more it happened, and even Chris 
sie got to know there was something ter. 
ribly wrong. He began having violent von. 
iting spells. and grew thin and _ nervous 
Now it was time to move again. [ realized 
as I pulled the cake from the oven. onl 
this time it wasn’t going to be that simple. 
Big Chris didn’t want to take us. too, and 
knowing how strong and stubborn he could 
be. my heart filled up with fright. 

“Oh. God. help me to make him see that 
we've got to stay together!” I prayed 
desperately. “Help me to find some way!” 
But even prayer seemed hopeless. 


HINGS HAD BEEN hard before, but 

never as terrible as they were through 
those next three days. Always before, 
Chris and T had stood together. sharing 
other’s grief, forgetting our own 
heartache to comfort each other. Now 
Chris stood alone, grimly determined to 
take his shame away from us, and nothing 
it seemed. could change him. 

Chrissie sensed that something was hap 
pening and came home from school. vio 
lently ill, that third day. I nursed him 
through it alone. because I knew no doe 
tor could help him. He got better after: 
while. and toward evening fell asleep. I 
was then I went worriedly out to the ge 
rage and found Big Chris sorting over his 
tools. 

“Chris!” I choked. “We're moving 
then—?” But I knew what his answer 
would be even as I asked. 

“I’m moving.” he returned, then he 
looked at me from eyes as deep-sunken a 
a dead man’s. “Look. Ann. Don’t refus 
to talk this out. For I’ve got to go, and! 
don’t want to sneak off without telling you 
coodbye.” 

“Chris!” I choked again. then I was in 
his arms being held tightly. while his big 
hand stroked my hair. I cried a little, then 
I fought back the tears because I knew 
that tears would do no good. 

“Chris. if I can’t make you stay. will you 
send for us? Please, darling! I don’t care 
how we do it—we can take another namé. 
go like gypsies. picking fruit or even beg 
ging! Just so we can be together—that® 
all that matters, Chris!” 

He was silent a moment. then he sai 
slowly, “If I can, I will, Ann. But if it’ 
hetter to stay away, I love you and Chris 
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sie enough jor that.” lie held me a mo- 
ment longer. then he dropped his arms and 
spoke gruffly: 

“Hon. I wish you'd take the boy and go 
hack to your folks.” he said. “I’ve thought 
it out. Even if the story follows you back 
there, it won’t harm you much as long as 
[m not around,” Chris went on, “and 
Chrissie will grow well and strong back 
there.” 

He talked on, but I didn’t hear. I was 
too heartsick to take anything in. I stood 
and watched him a moment. then I went 
hack to Chrissie, and it seemed as if | 
couldn't go on living, not through another 
day—not through the time when Big Chris 
would go. still loving us. but feeling he 
could only hurt us by staying. 

He was wrong—wrong! I told myself 
that fiercely. over and over. Going back to 
my folks might help Chrissie. but it wasn’t 
right for our little family to be separated, 
since Big Chris had done no wrong. 

But how was I to stop him? “Help me 
find a way!” I prayed again—and again. 

Chrissie was looking far too 
tired and thin. I laid my hand gently on 
his head. then went about straightening up 
his room. His clothes were hung over a 
chair back. right where I'd put them when 
| undressed him. I took them now, hung 
up the faded jeans. 

A piece of folded paper was in the 
pocket, and I took it out. looked at it. The 
notice of a Parent-Teachers’ Association 


asleep. 


meeting—for this very night. 

My mouth tightened with anger as I 
stared at it. The P.T.A. was supposed to 
help children. I'd been going to the meet- 
ings ever since Chrissie started school. So 
had Big Chris, when he could. I'd thought 
they were doing a fine work. yet some of 
these mothers had listened to lies about 
my husband and it was they who had com- 
plained about Big Chris working on the 
school grounds. And they'd kept their 
children from coming over to play with 
Chrissie—and had hurt a little boy, ter- 
ribly. 

Suddenly I wanted to taunt them with 
what they'd done. I wanted to let them 
know how they’d wrecked a man’s life, be- 
cause they believed only the worst and 
would not be convinced. and I wanted to 
tell them how they’d hurt a little boy. 


] WAS SHAKING as I slipped into a seat 

near the end of the first row. All my 
life I'd hated getting up in front of folks 
and saying things. I couldn’t have dreamed 
of what I meant to do now, if I hadn’t been 
80 fiercely angry over what they had done 
to the man I loved—and our little son. 

I went through the preliminary opening 
routine—the flag salute, the singing of the 
National Anthem. I had to clench my 
hands tight together as I sat down again, 
trying to get courage to speak up. Dimly 
[heard the reading of last month’s min- 
utes—then committee reports, old business. 
After that the president asked, “Is there 
any new business?” 

There was silence, and I knew the time 


It seemed as if they were all 
waiting for me—I could feel their gazes 
burning into me as I stood up. 

“Madame President!” My voice sound- 
ed like the cawing of a crow to my own 


had come. 


ears. “I want to say something.” 

She looked at me, troubled. and her voice 
was a little sharp. “If it’s new business, 
you may have the floor. Mrs. Daniels.” 

I'd be expected to speak from where I 
stood. I knew. but I had to face them all, 
so not a single one of them would miss what 
I had to say. My knees trembled, but I 
managed to walk to the front of the room. 
turned to face them all—mothers who had 
refused to let their children play with my 
little son; mothers who had put my hus- 
band out of his job. 

“T think this would be called new busi- 
ness.” I began. “although it’s old business 
for us—for me and my family. I’m talking 
about something you've been whispering 
about—my husband. The humiliation he’s 
had to endure.” 

“Perhaps. Mrs. Daniels—” the president 
began. but I put my hand out and went on. 

“Most of you have heard the story by 
how he was arrested on a terrible 
charge against a twelve-year-old girl. That’s 
true. He was arrested—he was tried—but 
he was freed! Freed—declared innocent 
—’ My voice had lost its shakiness, and 
rang out loud and clear. “You must have 
heard that! My husband has papers to 
prove it. You must heard he 
found innocent. but you refused to believe 
it—because you didn’t want to!” 


now- 


have was 


My voice broke on a sob. and I stopped 
for an instant. but nobody spoke up. 

I went on. “I’m going to tell you the 
story. You've got to Because it 
could happen to you! To you men—to the 
husbands of any of you women. You could 
suffer as I have. Your children could be 
shamed and tortured as my son has! My 
husband is a good man—a fine and decent 
man. We married, bought a home. started 
our life. We were happy and respected. 
until one day—my son’s fourth birthday—” 

I told it all. the hurt and humiliation and 
shame .. . of the relief when the charge 
was proved false. Then I told the rest—of 
the suspicion that drove us from our home 
—drove us away again and again 
trying to drive us away still once more. be- 
cause some of the mothers had complained. 

“Yes, you did it!” I accused. “You con- 
demned Chris because it was exciting to 
believe the You condemned him 
without trial. without trying to find out if 
he were guilty or innocent! You’ve lashed 
at my boy over his father’s shoulders. Such 
a little boy!” My voice broke again. “Such 
a bewildered. frightened little boy, who is 
ill from it! And you’re breaking up a 
family who love each other. You’ve con- 
vinced my husband he can bring only 
shame to Chrissie and me 
away to suffer by himself. For our sakes, 
he’s doing it. Because of what you did to 
him!” 

I thought of Big Chris, leaving. and sud- 
denly the whole room began to spin. My 


listen. 


and was 


worst. 


—so he’s going 


anger left and I knew nothing but an awful 
loneliness, and a hurt that was deeper 
than the sea. 

“There’s no use saying more,” I got out. 
“T’ve got to get home to my sick little son. 
And to my husband—before he goes.” 

I started stumbling down the aisle 
through a deadly silence. Then I heard 
a queer sound as if a hundred people drew 
in their breaths at once. But it came only 
dimly because nothing seemed real. I was 
falling. ... 

I was conscious of hands catching me. 

Finally, I opened my eyes, tried to ge! 
up, but a woman pushed me down gently. 
“Just lie still, my dear.” 

“But I need to get home!” I protested. 

“We'll take you home. But first—oh. 
we're so ashamed, Mrs. Daniels! For you 
were right—we believed the worst without 
investigating. Maybe it’s the fear that’s in 
all mothers—we don’t take time to see il 
the danger to our children is real. We 
just pull them aside. But we’ve learned a 
lesson, and—well, youll hear about it 
when we take you home.” 


DID hear about it. The president. the 

school principal and Chrissie’s teacher. 
Miss Murdock, all went home with me. 
When Big Chris saw them, his face went 
tight. But the principal—a middle-aged 
man with kind eyes, spoke up. 

“We've come to apologize. Mr. Daniels. 
Your wife did a brave thing tonight and 
told us your story. she made us see how 
wrong we've been. We regret what we did. 
We phoned Mr. Thurman and he'll be here 
in a minute—to offer you your job back.” 

Chris still stared, and there was no soft- 
ening in his face. Then young Miss Mur- 
dock stepped forward. “People are really 
decent and good, if they realize. Maybe we 
don’t deserve a second chance, but for 
Chrissie’s sake. I hope you'll give it to us. 
Stay among us, Mr. Daniels. Give us a 
chance.” 

I moved over to Chris. “People are good. 
Maybe it’s partly our fault because we 
stopped believing that. Oh. you won’t have 
to go, Chris! Not alone!” 

He straightened up for the first time 
since his arrest back there. “I won’t have 
to go!” he declared, and took the hand the 
principal held out to him. 


E HAVE built a good life since. Chris- 

sie is a strong healthy boy now, and 
we think his scars are about healed. Big 
Chris has his job and is taking an active 
part in the life of the community, and | 
help him all I can. But our scars won’t ever 
quite heal. There are times when we won- 
der if simple statements people make have 
hidden meanings. If the old shame can 
ever be completely forgotten. 

But mostly we are filled with thanks to 
God that it happened this way with us— 
that we could make people believe before 
it was too late. 

Remember, what happened to me and 
my family, could happen to you and yours! 


THE END 


— 
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Daughter Of Sin 


(Continued from Page 40) 


an orphan like me. Pastor Hardiman loved 
me like a daughter, and Sister Mattie— 
well, I guess she had finally gotten over 
the way she first felt about me. 

Ever since I had gone to live at the par- 
sonage my only thought was to be good, 
good enough so that people would forget 
who I was and where I came from and ac- 
cept me for myself. Pastor Hardiman al- 
ways said that we all were children of God, 
but I knew that some of the good church 
folk believed I was a child of Satan. 


| REMEMBER how I cried the first time 

! overheard two of the church ladies 
talking about me. I was only ten years 
old at the time, but what they said burned 
1 brand deep in my memory. 

“Tt’s a sin and a shame to take a child 
like that into the parsonage,” one of the 
ladies said. 

The other nodded. “She should be put 
in an orphanage! If you ask me, Pastor 
is just asking for trouble. Why, they say 
her mother was headed for hell before she 
was sixteen!” 

I had run crying bitterly to Pastor Har- 
diman, but when I found him in his quiet 
study I was too ashamed and hurt to tell 
him what I’d heard. But he was a wise 
man and I’m sure he guessed what was up- 
setting me so. “Here now! We can’t have 
that.” he scolded gently, drying my tears. 
He pulled me onto his lap. “People can 
be very cruel at times, my child,” he said 
sadly. “But someday you'll learn that evil 
words cannot touch a heart that is pure 
ind good.” 

{ did not understand everything he said 
as he talked comfortingly to me that day, 
hut gradually my fears subsided. After a 
while I asked him, “Where is my Momma? 
Why did she leave me?” 

He was quiet for a long time. Then he 
said “When your mother went 
iway, Clorissa, honey, it was not because 
she didn’t love you. The Lord had some- 
thing for her to do, so she had to go. But 
wherever she is, I know she wants you to 
he a good girl. And being good means for- 
people even when they say mean 
about you. Understand?” 

[ gazed up at him and shook my head. 
[ didn’t know what he meant, but as al- 
ways, Pastor Hardiman’s soothing voice 
soon made me feel better. “Now suppose 
you go see if Sister Mattie can find some- 
thing nice for you in the kitchen?” he 
said. patting me on the head. 

[ left his study and went back to the 
kitchen. I was as afraid of the pastor’s sis- 
ter as I was of the other women in the 
congregation, but the thought of sugar 
ookies and milk was too tempting. Be- 
sides, it was Pastor Hardiman’s idea and 
| knew that Sister Mattie never went 
igainst his wishes. 
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slowly. 


giving 


things 


Sister Mattie Hardiman tall and 
straight as an arrow, with a sharp nose 
and piercing eyes like an Indian. Her hair 
was grey like the Pastor’s, but while it gave 
him an air of kindliness, it seemed to make 
her more stern and strict than she was. 

I ran up to the kitchen but I opened 
the door quietly. Sister Mattie had told me 
many times that she didn’t want me bang- 
ing doors. She was standing by the stove, 
and she let me stand there, shifting from 
one foot to the other. 

“Well,” she said finally, not looking 
around, “don’t just stand there, child. 
What is it?” 

“Pastor said I should have some milk 
and cookies,” I answered, trembling. 

“Pastor said—Pastor said!” she repeat- 
ed irritably, banging the pots on the stove. 
“He should know I’ve got more important 
things to do than wait on you all day.” 

I started backing toward the kitchen 
door as Sister Mattie stretched her tall 
frame to reach the cookie jar on the top 
shelf over the sink. “I—TI really don’t 
want any,” I stammered. 

“Well, if that isn’t—!” She caught her- 
self and the gruffness went out of her 
voice. “Come on. child, sit here and eat 
your cookies.” 

My only friend those first months when 
I came to live with the Hardimans was 
Jerry, the grey parsonage cat. But even 
when I curled up on the porch swing with 
Jerry in my arms [ couldn’t help feeling 
unhappy and sort of lost. 


was 


Y MOTHER died that spring. Now 
” it was late summer and the hurt of 
that memory was still with me. Up to the 
time she died. I knew no one else but her. 
We lived in a little shack in the backwoods 
of Virginia and hardly anyone ever ven- 
tured out of town to visit us. My mother 
was a beautiful woman and to me she was 
lovelier than the fairy princess in the story 
book she read to me at bedtime. I loved 
to play with her soft. curly hair and often 
she would let me braid it for her at night. 
Her eyes were large. sparkling black. 
They reminded me of a doe rabbit I had 
once seen in our garden. The furry animal 
had become frightened when I tried to 
catch it and its eyes grew wide just before 
it ran away. My mother’s eyes were the 
same—wide, with a touch of fright in them. 
Our few animals and vegetable garden 
gave us most of the food we needed. but 
every few months or so my mother would 
go into town to trade a few things. She 
would take back boxes full of cards on 
which she had slipped hairpins and bobby- 
pins. Then she’d bring home from the 
factory a new batch of loose pins and 
empty cards to work on. It was piece work 
and she didn’t get much money. 


The trips into town seemed to make my 
mother sad and no matter how hard | 
begged she would never take me with her, 

“No, Clorissa, honey,” she’d say, 4 
don’t want you to go to that place. ever! 
Nothing but misery and trouble there. Yo, 
stay here like a good girl and Momma yijlj 
be back before the sun goes down.” 

She never told me why she hated the 
town and I finally stopped asking her ty 
take me. The town came to mean some 
thing horrible and ugly to me. a_ place 
worse than the dark, evil-smelling swamp 
in the woods in back of our house. T had 
no playmates and my only toys were rag 
dolls. stuffed with corn husks. that my 
mother made for me. One Christmas—our 
last together—-Momma gave me a store 
doll. as brown and beautiful as an angel, 

I was to start school that next spring 
and although Momma tried to explain 
what school was like. I couldn’t imagine 
being with that many children and away 
from home for most of the day. Then 
Momma became ill. It all started with the 
chills; and then the fever; and then it 
was suddenly as if she didn’t know me 
any more. She would toss and turn from 
side to side on the bed we shared, her 
eyes burning bright and her skin hot. 

Her hair became dull and matted, and 
though I brewed some sassafras tea, she 
wouldn’t drink any. Instead, she pushed 
the cup away, knocking it to the floor. | 
guess I had been pretty brave until then, 
but when she did that she was suddenly 
like a stranger to me. and I began to ery. 
She came to. then, for the first time in 
days. The flush of fever left her hollow 
cheeks and she tried to sit up in bed. 

“Clorissa—hbaby,” she whispered bro- 
kenly. “Go get—Mrs. Purdy—hurry!” 

“Momma! Momma, are you all right?” 
I cried. 

She smiled faintly. “Give me a kiss— 
then hurry—do what I told you.” 

She could barely lift her arms, but when 
I went to her she hugged me to her fiercely, 
her feverish cheek against mine. When 
she released me she fell back, gasping for 
breath. “Hurry—run!” she said weakly. 

I ran out of the house as fast as my legs 
would carry me. The Purdy house was 
about half a mile down the road, and when 
I got out of breath and had to slow down 
to a walk I began crying because I felt 
something awful would happen if I didn't 
get back in time. It seemed I was running 
along the dusty road for hours before | 
got to the Purdy’s and sobbed out my 
story. A short time later I was beside Mr. 
and Mrs. Purdy as we drove back to our 
shack. 

But when we drove into the yard and the 
motor of the old Model A Ford sputtered 
and died. something about the sudden still 
ness told me we were too late. “Momma! 
Momma!” I screamed. Mr. Purdy held 
me back while Mrs. Purdy went inside. 
She came back out and said, “We'd bet 
ter send for Pastor Hardiman.” 

I stayed at the Purdy house that day 
and that night Pastor Hardiman came. 
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} to go home because nobody likes me here! 


There was a woman with him. Sister Mat- 
tie, they called her. She raised a fuss when 
he suggested taking me back with them 
to the parsonage. But Pastor Hardiman 
was firm in his gentle way and said it was 
their Christian duty. 


ND SO I WENT to live with the tall, 
A kindly preacher and his stern-faced 
sister who was his housekeeper. I couldn’t 
forget my mother’s hatred of the towns- 
people and Pastor Hardiman was the only 
person I trusted. I remember the day he 
took me out and bought me dresses and 
shoes and all the things a little girl needs. 

“Isn't that the Martin child, Pastor?” I 
heard the storekeeper whisper. 

“Yes,” the Pastor said quietly, survey- 
ing me in my new blue gingham dress, 
“pretty child, isn’t she?” 

“Pretty is as pretty does,” the store- 
keeper sniffed virtuously. “And if you re- 
member, that Martin woman was—” 

“Come along. Clorissa,” the Pastor said 
hastily, and taking my hand he led me 
quickly out of the store. 

But even though he tried to shield me 
from all the gossip that grows like weeds 
in a small town, not even Pastor Hardi- 
man’s kindness was enough protection 
when school opened. 

None of the other children would talk 
to me at first, and then later they began 
to taunt me, to say mean, horrible things 
about my mother. Finally, I could stand it 
no longer. One noontime the Pastor found 
me in my room. I was wearing my old 
dress, and I was gravely putting a few 
things into a cardboard box. 

“Going some place. Clorissa?” he asked. 
“Time for school, you know.” 

“T’m not going back! Not ever! I want 


19? 
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The Pastor’s face wrinkled sadly. “No- 


s body? Nobody at all, Clorissa?” he asked. 


“Well—maybe not everybody.” 

He led me to his study. He was always 
more comfortable sitting behind his large, 
work-scarred desk. “This is the one room 
in the house Mattie doesn’t come fussing 


| around,” he would say good naturedly. 


Pastor Hardiman hemmed and hawed 


| for awhile and then he tried to tell me as 


kindly as possible about my mother. “I 
don’t know how much of this you'll under- 
stand right now.” he said gravely. “but 
someday you will.” And then in the 
simplest words possible he told me about 
my mother. She was a lovely girl at six- 
teen, just about the most attractive in 
town. She had a kind of innocence about 
her; she never bothered fixing up much, 
but she didn’t have to because of her nat- 


| ural beauty. 


Because she attracted men, my mother 


) “as considered fast by envious women in 


town. But the pastor assured me that as far 
ashe knew she never did anything bad. He 
was surprised when she ran off to Norfolk 
with big Ed Jackson. but the townspeople 
nodded their heads and said they expected 
something like that. 


My mother never married Ed, but she 
returned from Norfolk, alone and preg- 
nant. The whole town scorned her; the 
men made nasty remarks to her, the wom- 
en refused to talk to her at all. And then, 
after I was born. Momma left the little 
town and ran to the woods, making the 
deserted shack our home. Now I under- 
stood the fright I had seen in her eyes, and 
why she taught me to shun the town and 
the people who lived there. 

The knowledge of what my mother suf- 
fered grew hard within me like a rock of 
hate. I was determined about one thing— 
my life would be blameless. No one would 
ever have a chance to point a finger at me 
and say. “What could you expect from the 
daughter of a woman like that?” 


AS I GREW OLDER, I was careful not 

to have anything to do with the boys 
at school. and more of the girls had al- 
ready been warned by their mothers to stay 
away from me. Once I overheard one of 
the church women remark to another that 
my beauty was a mark of Satan. “You’re 
right.” the other agreed. “Bound to get 
her into trouble, just like her Ma.” 

I ran upstairs to my mirror, eager to do 
away with the attractiveness that I hadn’t 
even noticed before then. I stared at my- 
self in the mirror with disapproval. There 
seemed to be nothing I could do with the 
large dark eyes. fringed with silky black 
lashes. I looked at my hair and shook my 
head impatiently. Quickly. I braided the 
long black strands the way I had done for 
my mother years before. I pulled the 
braids tightly until my scalp hurt. trying to 
punish myself for the good looks I felt 
were a curse. 

But life at the parsonage was not all 
hard work and heartache. In fact, I 
learned to be happy there, in a quiet, sat- 
isfying way. I soon learned that Sister 
Mattie’s bark was worse than her bite and 
though she could never fully forgive my 
mother for her sin. she was genuinely fond 
of me. It was she who taught me how to 
play the piano and the old pump organ in 
the church. Soon I was playing for church 
services. and although some of the con- 
gregation weren’t too happy about it at 
first, they eventually got used to it. 

I was happy playing the organ and I 
knew all the fine old hymns by heart. But 
the day I heard a record of Joel Waters 
played at a shop in town, I felt a surge of 
excitement within me that went all the 
way down to my toes. I secretly bought a 
record album and then I knew even more 
happiness, for on the cover was this beau- 
tiful photo of Joel himself. He was young 
and very handsome. He was dressed in a 
white suit and had his eyes closed and his 
head thrown back as if he were singing. 
I used to play the record and gaze at the 
picture, imagining he sang only for me. 

I even tried to imitate the rhythmical 
beat of the songs he sang. It took a while 
but I finally learned to play the melody of 
the new songs and give them the rocking, 


rolling bass that made them so stirring. 
Now the thing I never dared dream was 
about to happen—I was going to see Joel 
Waters in person! The five days before 
he was to arrive I could barely eat or sleep. 
It was like waiting for Christmas. All Sis- 
ter Mattie could do was fuss, and when 
Pastor Hardiman mentioned that Joel 
Waters would stay at the parsonage. she 
hit the ceiling. 

It turned out that nothing was definite 
yet and Joel Waters would come down 
from Norfolk to discuss the business ar- 
rangements with the church committee. “I 
know how you feel, Mattie.” Pastor Har- 
diman said the night before our famous 
guest was to arrive, “but try not to let it 
show. Very frankly, the church needs the 
money people will pay to see him.” 

Sister Mattie just squared her shoulders 
and set her mouth in a grim line. She was 
just as stiff and unbending when Joel 
Waters drove up in front of the parsonage 
the next day. I was peeking out the win- 
dow and my mouth gaped when I saw him 
step out of a bright red Thunderbird. I 
had never seen such a car. Or such a man! 
Because Joel Waters in person was twice 
as handsome as his pictures. 

There was a step behind me and I heard 
Sister Mattie say. “Look at that! Why. 
he’s just like any other actor or blues 
shouter—or worse! You run next door to 
the church and tell Pastor he’s here.” I 
started for the front door but she stopped 
me. “The back way,” she said. 


V HEN I GOT BACK, Sister Mattie 

kept me busy in the kitchen helping 
her so I didn’t get to meet Joel Waters 
until dinnertime. “This is Clorissa, Mr. 
Waters.” the pastor said when I sat down 
at the table. “She lives here with us and 
she’s our church organist.” 

Joel smiled politely and went back to 
his conversation with Pastor Hardiman. I 
don’t know what I expected him to do. be- 
cause I must have seemed to be just the 
hired girl around the house. I wasn’t fixed 
up or anything and Sister Mattie had run 
me ragged in the kitchen getting the meal 
ready. Yet. I was disappointed. I felt 
that somehow Joel Waters should have 
recognized me as a secret admirer of his. 

But he paid no more attention to me 
than if I’d been a little girl allowed to sit 
at the table with adults, providing she was 
on her best behavior. Most of the conver- 
sation between him and Pastor Hardiman 
concerned the financial arrangements of 
the concert. Joel was hesitant about saying 
yes and Pastor Hardiman kept trying to 
convince him how badly the church needed 
the money. 

“T’m afraid our Clorissa will be very dis- 
appointed if you refuse, Mr. Waters.” Pas- 
tor said finally. “She’s a great fan of 
yours. She’s always playing your record.” 

I dropped my eyes as Joel looked over 
at me. I had no idea that Pastor Hardi- 
man knew about the record I cherished so. 
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‘Well, in that case, I guess I'll have to say 
ves,” Joel laughed. 

“Oh, that’s’ wonderful!” I cried, clap- 
ping my hands. Seeing Sister Mattie’s dis- 
approving look, I fell silent. But my heart 
was singing. 

Joel explained that since the church was 
small he couldn’t bring his singing group 
along with him. “There wouldn’t be 
enough money left for the church after 
paying them.” he said. “I’m not sure I 
an get my regular accompanist to go 
ilong with the idea, either.” 

“Couldn’t Clorissa play for you?” Pas- 
or asked. 

“Oh. yes,” I said quickly. “I know all 
our songs by heart, Mr. Waters. Of 
course, I’d have to practice some more.” 

“Then it’s settled.” He flashed me a 
mile. “How about calling me Joel instead 
if Mr. Waters? It sounds funny to hear 
someone my own age—” 

“Clorissa is only nineteen!” Sister Mat- 
tie snapped. Joel looked at me in surprise 
ind my hands flew to the tight braids of 
ny unbecoming hairdo. “Excuse me,” I 
numbled. then got up and ran to my room. 
\laybe I was too old fashioned for him. I 
had to admit that there was nothing at- 
tractive about the clothes I was wearing or 
my face, innocent of all makeup. 

The thing I must do, I decided, was to 
nake Joel notice me. For now that I had 
him in person I knew that all I 
vanted in the world was to make Joel love 
ne as I loved him. It was decided that Joel 
would stay over and the two of us would 
run through his songs. Then he would go 
hack to Norfolk and return in two weeks 
for the concert. 

[ went to sleep that night dreaming of 
Joel. It was the dream of a girl who had 
never been out with boys, one whose ideas 
of love and romance came from novels out 
if the library and an occasional magazine 
smuggled into her room and furtively read 
it night. In my dream, Joel merely held 
my hand and talked like the hero of a 
sentimental novel, but in my innocence this 
vas my idea of a thrilling love affair. 


seen 


THE NEXT MORNING when Sister 

Mattie called me for breakfast I told 
her [ was not hungry. “Are you feeling 
/orly?” she asked anxiously. 

“No. I feel fine.” I answered through 
he door. “I just want to do a little prac- 
ticing before Joel—Mr. Waters comes over 
to the church.” 

[ was too excited to eat, and my hands 
trembled as I finished dressing. I had on 
1 pullover sweater I'd never worn before 
because Sister Mattie said it was too tight 
I unbraided my hair and 
combed it out until my face was framed 
n a mass of curls. Then I took the lipstick 
| kept hidden in my handkerchief box and 
carefully painted my lips. The mirror told 
me that I had completely changed my ap- 
pearance enough—I hoped—to make Joel 
see that I could be as alluring as any girl. 

| slipped out of the house and ran across 
BO 


to be decent. 


to the church. I was sitting at the piano, 
my fingers idly running across the keys 
when Joel came in. He waved from the 
back of the small auditorium, but he didn’t 
get a good look at me until he reached the 
first pew. 

“Clorissa... ?” he said doubtfully. Mov- 
ing closer, he stared in surprise. “It is 
you!” he exclaimed. 

I didn’t know how to put on an act the 
way a girl should when she has just dazzled 
a man. [ sat there basking in his admira- 
tion, not trying to conceal my pleasure. 
Joel seemed unable to take his eyes off me 
as we ran through his songs. and finally he 
said, “Let’s cut this rehearsal short, Cloris- 
sa. You know the songs, and I'd rather be 
outside enjoying this beautiful weather.” 

So we went outside and I showed Joel 
around the community where [’d grown up. 
As we walked along he told me about him- 
self. He was from Philadelphia and had 
started singing in a church choir there. He 
began singing concerts and was heard by 
a record company executive, who signed 
him to a contract. 

“And now you're famous and you’ve got 
a beautiful car and—” 

“I’m just a guy who happened to get a 
break.” 

If I hadn’t already been in love with 
Joel. I would have fallen that day. We 
strolled through town hand in hand and I 
pretended not to notice how people stared 
in surprise. But secretly I was proud and 
happy. When we got back to the parsonage, 
Joel stopped me in the hall. He smiled 
down at me. pulling me into his arms. 

I knew what I wanted him to do. But I 
was not prepared for the kiss he gave me, 
the first ’'d ever had from a boy. Nor was 
I prepared for the powerful, frightening 
emotion that swept over me and took con- 
trol of my whole being. When he released 
me I was trembling. my mind was in a 
whirl. This feeling was like nothing Id 
ever known. His kiss still burned on my 
lips as if I'd been marked by some evil 
brand. 

I ran into my room and closed the door. 
I just could not understand what had hap- 
pened to me during those brief moments 
while I was in Joel’s arms. Suddenly the 
love I felt for him was an evil. shameful 
thing because it made me feel so strange. 
I wanted him in a way I did not fully un- 
derstand and it frightened me. 

Somehow, Joel’s kiss became associated 
in my mind with sin. The kind of sin my 
mother had committed. I suddenly hated 
him as much as IT had loved him only a 
short while ago. It was wrong for me to 
feel the way I had in Joel’s arms, I told 
myself. Maybe Sister Mattie was right. I 
needed someone like Ed. who 
didn’t make me feel sinful. 


someone 


OR A LONG TIME I LAY trembling on 

my bed and at suppertime I stayed in 
my room. That night I prayed for strength 
to resist the temptation of the kind of love 
Joel stirred up in my heart. It was too wild 
and uncontrollable. 


J tried to avoid Joel, but when he lefty, 
next morning he took me aside. “Ther 
something I want to ask you when [J ¢op) 
back for the concert,” he said. “I’m gojy 
to ask you to marry me, Clorissa.” 

I was too ashamed to look into his fy 
He sounded sincere, but I was sure thy 
he only wanted to make me sin. And em 
after he left. the strange feeling that ») 
fused to leave me kept tormenting me, 

For the next two weeks I suffered as; 
I were already damned. I bathed in 
water, I went back to my severe way ¢ 
dressing. But nothing helped. Not ee 
destroying Joel Waters’ record. As the ting 
approached for Joel to return I grew ey 
more confused. Finally, I went to Sige 
Mattie and told her that I was ready J 
marry Ed Beck. Maybe that was the on} 
way to get rid of the way I felt about Jed 

“Well, praise the Lord!” Sister Matiy 
said, smiling more than I could ever x 
member her doing. “That’s sure a load o 
my mind, child. You don’t know how har 
I’ve prayed that you’d get married befor 
something happened to you. 

“Since you have no mother. I guess I! 
have to take her place,” Sister Mattie co 
tinued. “There are some things you're @ 
enough to know now, especially since you’ 
be getting married soon. Now. some {oli 
think I’m an old spinster, but I was ma 
ried once. And I can tell you enough | 
keep you from having wedding night ji 
ters.” 

Then she proceeded to tell me about lil¢ 
and love. being more kind and re 
ing than I thought she could ever be. But 
and it came to me in a flash of understand 
ing—the feeling a young bride should hay 
for her husband was exactly what I had f 
Joel! I began to see that far from bei 
sinful, my emotions were quite normal a 
healthy. I didn’t tell Sister Mattie. but 
did say that I would wait a while befor 
telling Ed Beck my decision. 

“Well. at least I’ve got one thing off " 
mind,” she said. “I won’t have to 
through this again on your wedding day: 

I could hardly wait for the night of th 
concert to arrive. When it finally came, 
put on my best dress and fixed my hai 
the way I had before. Soon it was time : 
me to take my place at the piano, and 
moment later, Joel strode to the center 9 
the choir loft. That night he sang moy 
beautifully than ever, or maybe it was ju 
that I was accompanying him with m 
heart as well as with my hands. 

His strong voice lifted in songs of lov 
for God, love for the church, love for one 
fellowman. I knew at last that there wel 
many kinds of love and that the love 
felt for Joel was good and clean and whol 
some. It was the kind of love that otl 
married couples can know and I kne 
what my answer to Joel’s question woul 
he. 

Love was not for sinners. as I hb 
thought, and my mother’s sad experient 
seemed to prove. Love is for the pure | 
heart, for then there is nothing to spoil 
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Substitute Wife 


(Continued from Page 14) 


chouldn’t do.” 

“That sounds awfully—” I caught my- 
self. 

“Qld fashioned?” 

“Awfully nice, Mr. Man!” I said, snug- 
gling closer to him. 

“But after we said goodbye at the en- 
trance to the building where I lived and I 
watched Burt walking down the street to- 
wards the subway station, a faint shadow 
crossed my mind. Despite his charming 
way and his Ivy League clothes, Burt was 
old fashioned in some ways. 

When Tina phoned me the next day to 
check on what I thought of her cousin I 
told her frankly that I liked him. 

“That’s fine. darling.” she said. “May- 
be you can help take his mind off his 
troubles.” Then she told me that Burt had 
been married but was now divorced. He 
had a small daughter who was living with 
the mother. He could see the child when- 
ever he wanted to. 

“Then where’s the trouble?” I asked. 

“Burt was so in love with Eva,” she 
explained. “He may still be for all I 
know. “I doubt if hell ever fall in love 
again.” 

“Never is a long time.” I said. 

“Just the same.” she chattered on, “I’m 
glad you feel the way you do about mar- 
riage. You and Burt can have fun without 
getting too involved. if you know what I 
mean.” 


KNEW what she meant, but I was no 

longer sure about my own resolve to 
steer clear of romantic involvement. And 
as it turned out. Tina was wrong about 
Burt. He did fall in love again, and I was 
just as excited as any school girl. 

But I was no different from any other 
woman in love whose eyes are blinded. I 
had all the dreams. the wonderfully ab- 
surd and delightful delusions that love 
generates whether it comes at eighteen or 
eighty. 

“So this is the real thing. huh?” Tina 
asked one day after Burt and I had been 
dating for several weeks. 

I felt my cheeks burn and I gave a giddy 
laugh. “I told you Mr. Right would come 
along someday.” 

She nodded. “And Burt is certainly in 
love with you. Stell, I’ve never seen such 
a big change in anyone before. He seems 
like a different person. I hope it works out 
—for your sake,” she added, her voice 
filled with concern. 

I was puzzled. “Why shouldn’t it work 
out, Tina? I mean, what’s to prevent it?” 

“Eva,” she said simply. Then for the 
first time, I heard the story of the marriage 
of Burt and Eva, learned for the first time 
the reason for the hard lines at Burt's 
mouth that no amount of laughter could 
ever quite erase. 


“You'd have to see Eva to believe her,” 
Tina confided. “I mean, they don’t make 
women like her any more. She’s tiny and 
cute and utterly helpless. She gives the 
impression she can’t even light her own 
cigarettes. So any time she’s in a crowd 
of men—and she usually is—it looks like 
a forest fire when she pulls out a cigarette. 
Eva makes men feel ten feet tall and pro- 
tective. The trouble is, she doesn’t care 
whose man it is she attracts.” 

“So you don’t like her,” I said, feeling 
my own dislike for this woman Id never 
met. “But Burt is rid of her now. And you 
admit he’s in love with me.” 

“Sure he is, Stell. But is that 
stronger than Eva’s hold on him?” 

“You think she still has a hold on him?” 
I asked anxiously. 

Tina shrugged and sighed. “Maybe not 
any more. But I do know she made life a 
hell for Burt with her endless affairs. Some 
of them were harmless, I guess. but you 
can’t play with fire and not get burned. 
After some of the tricks she pulled I 
would have sworn Burt would never take 
her back.” 

“But he did?” 

“More than once. But after the last af- 
fair, Burt had really had it. This time, 
Eva married the guy,” Tina went on. “Even 
so, I kept holding my breath. afraid Burt 
would go running back to her. But now 
there’s you and believe me. dear. I’m pull- 
ing for you.” 


love 


INA’S heart-to-heart talk depressed me 

no end. I couldn’t bear the thought of 
losing Burt. Then. one night after our 
usual date, he surprised me by asking me 
to marry him. 

“Do you really want to?” I asked, try- 
ing to contain my bubbling emotions. 

Burt caught me to him with a swift 
bruising hardness. and his lips sought 
mine as if they would find there the an- 
swer to a lifetime of seeking. I was sure 
then that my love had won out over any 
other demands on his attention. Life took 
on new meaning for me and in my bound- 
less joy I began planning and fixing for 
our wedding. 

Burt had finally agreed to move into my 
apartment. but I could tell he wasn’t too 
happy about it. He had given up both his 
apartment and his car to Eva after the 
divorce and he admitted he didn’t feel 
right accepting those things from his fu- 
ture wife. We also had a big discussion 
about my job, but since he had to support 
his child he finally agreed that I continue 
working. Besides that, I was not ready to 
give up the good position I had worked up 
to after seven long years, 

Then Saturday afternoon Burt 
dropped in unexpectedly. I was in the 
midst of redecorating the apartment. All 


one 


the furniture was shoved into the middle 
of the room and I was in an old blouse and 
a faded pair of jeans. My face was 
streaked swith paint when I opened the 
door for Burt. 

“What are you made up for?” he asked, 
laughing. “Look, Stell, why: didn’t you 
wait for me to do that for you?” 

“But I like to paint, darling.” 
“T really do.” 

“Yourself or the walls?” he said peev- 
ishly. “Go get cleaned up. There's paint 
on your nose.” 

“T don’t care! I’m going to finish what 
I started.” I told him firmly. I was an- 
noyed because I realized that far from teas- 
ing me, Burt was actually displeased. Why 
did he have to be like that? He seemed to 
hate anything I tried to do for myself. 

Burt smiled reluctantly. “Okay, you 
win,” he said. “But just wait until we’re 
married!” 

We had set a date about a month away 
and I could hardly wait. I was so in love 
with Burt and I wanted to be his com- 
pletely. But as the days passed I began 
to notice that for the first time since I'd 
known him he was dragging Eva’s name 
into our conversations. 

“T saw Eva today,” he said quite unex- 
pectedly one night. He shook his head. 
“She didn’t look well at all. I don’t think 
that guy she married is good for her.” 

“That’s too bad, darling.” I said. “But 
—well, it isn’t as if that’s your worry.” 

“What do you mean, not my worry?” 
he exploded. “She’s—well, she’s the 
mother of my child. The divorce didn’t 
change that!” 

“Don’t get upset, darling.” I soothed. 
“T just meant that we’ve got our own hap- 
piness to look forward to. Believe me, I 
understand your concern for your little 
girl.” 

But I didn’t understand his increasing 
concern for his ex-wife. I told myself that 
once we were safely married, it wouldn't 
make any difference, but I began to have 
doubts about even that. It was not until 
Burt suggested postponing our wedding 
that I began to get frightened, however. 
Burt was late coming that night and he 
phoned. 

“T’m storry, Stell, but—well, I’m afraid 
our date for tonight is off,” he said. 

“Burt! Not your little girl? She’s all 
right, isn’t she?” 

“Yes,” he answered slowly, “she’s fine. 
It’s—well, I'll tell you about it when I see 


you.” 

A FEW MOMENTS after I put down the 
*“* phone it rang again. It was Tina. 
“Have you heard the latest?” she asked, 
her voice edged with annoyance. 

“No, but I’d like to. Burt just called 
and—” 

“Oh, he did, did he? Well, I’m about 
to put my dear cousin down, Stell! That 
‘ex’ of his snaps her fingers and he jumps. 
Honestly!” 

She told me that Eva’s new husband, a 
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I said. 





man named Al. had walked out on her. 
He and Eva had been fighting about his 
gambling and drinking and finally there’d 
been a big blowup. 

“And what was the first thing dear little 
Eva did?” Tina said angrily. 

“Called for Burt.” I said. my heart sink- 
ing. 

“Right! And if you want some advice, 
darling, you’d better marry him right away. 
The sooner the better!” 

I had already decided that. but when 
Burt came by later that night. I realized 
I was only kidding myself. “Stell, I don’t 
know what to do.” he said, pacing the floor. 
He seemed harassed and worried, but 
somehow I could see something else in his 
eyes, something I never noticed before. 
He was enjoying all this—the excitement. 
even the annoyance. Burt was having a 
chance to be masterful, and loving every 
minute of it! 

“I’m bushed.” Burt said, dropping into 
a chair. “What a hassle! That guy Al 
eame back for his things and I almost had 
to slug him. But I finally got him out of 
there and got Eva quieted down.” 

“How is she taking it?” 

“As well as could be expected. I don’t 
know what she’ll do now that she’s got 
nobody—” 

I started to remark sarcastically that she 
seemed to still have him, but thought better 
of it. I didn’t know what to say, how to 
handle this frightening situation. 

“Stell—” Burt began uncertainly. “Now 
don’t get the wrong idea, but—maybe 
we'd better wait a while. Getting married 
right now might not be a good idea.” 

“Not good for who? Your precious 
Eva?” I snapped. My patience was worn 
thin. I felt like taking him by the shoul- 
ders and shaking some sense into him. 
And so our first quarrel began—and ended 
almost before it started. Burt stood up and 
caught me in his arms. “Help me, Stell,” 
he pleaded. “Can’t you see I’m caught in 
the middle? I love you more than any- 
one else in the world. Sometimes—I don’t 
think I can wait—” 

We didn’t wait. I knew it was wrong. 
even as his lips met mine in a demanding 
kiss, even as my own lips responded and 
I felt the floor go out from under me. I. 
too, had found it hard to wait and all the 
pent-up emotion came pouring over me in 
a flood I couldn’t stop. Maybe—perhaps. 
! thought as Burt’s arms tightened around 
me and his kisses grew more demanding. 
this was the one way to hold him... 


(GIVING IN to passion proved to be only 
a temporary diversion from Eva. If 


Burt happened to be late in coming I 
never argued with him. The thing we had 
found together was so warm and deeply 
fulfilling I didn’t want to spoil it. So for 
the first time in many years of being on 
my own, I let myself be pushed around. 
Not that Burt was ever mean or unkind. 
hut he seemed to take me for granted and 
spent more and more of his time with Eva. 
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Yet. when he finally came all the hours 
of waiting for his ring passed away as 
nothing and I lost myself in love. Burt 
seemed contented with our “arrangement.” 
“You’re a good sport. Stell.” he would say. 
“We'll work things out. You'll see. Just 
give us a little more time.” 

So that’s the way we left it. But time 
didn’t help. The situation didn’t get bet- 
ter. Always now. when he was with me, 
Burt spoke of our wedding as if his con- 
science bothered him. I’d long since given 
up trying to set a definite date. The wed- 
ding was something that would happen, 
but at some unnamed time in the 
future. 

Although my good friends like Tina 
never mentioned my affair. I was sure that 
others were talking about me behind my 
back. I gradually stopped seeing my 
friends. I spent more and more time at 
home—alone. waiting for Burt. 


ves, 


HEN ONE DAY. when I was feeling 

so depressed that I didn’t go to work. 
Burt phoned. He was bubbling over 
with excitement. “Good news, darling!” 
he said. “I’ve finally got Eva straightened 
out. Look, I know I’ve been terribly unfair, 
but I’m going to make it up to you now.” 

I was afraid to believe my ears. “You 
mean we can set a date now?” 

“Better than that, Stell! Suppose I 
asked you to drive up to Connecticut with 
me this afternoon? By this time tomorrow 
we'll be married!” 

I bathed leisurely. then dressed careful- 
ly for the most important date in my life. 
Burt had asked me to meet him at the 
cocktail lounge down the street where we 
often went. I packed an overnight bag, in- 
cluding a sheer nightgown I had bought 
months ago just for this occasion. I left 
the apartment at two o’clock. Burt said he 
would be there between two-thirty and 
quarter to three and I had no intention of 
being late. 

I entered the bar and since it 
crowded I decided not to take a booth. 
Sitting at the bar I’'d see Burt the moment 
he walked in. I sat down and ordered 
Scotch-and-milk. Might as well indulge 
myself. I was entitled to some kind of 
celebration. There were two men farther 
down the bar and the younger one kept 
staring at me. T smiled at him, not to en- 
courage him. but because I felt so good. 

How long had it been? Burt and I had 
been halfway engaged for almost a vear. 
It seemed forever. 

The young man called the bartender and 
whispered something to him. A moment 
later the bartender came over and said. 
“The gentleman would like you to join 
him in a drink. Miss.” 

“No. thanks, I’m waiting for someone,” 
I told him. The time dragged past. It 
seemed that I’d spent all my life waiting. 
But he'll be along soon, I told myself. 
And when he does come. everything will 
be all right. You'll forget your little petty 
troubles and be happy just seeing him. 


wasn’t 


The hand on the clock moved relentless. ” 
ly on. It was three o’clock. Burt wag 
fifteen minutes late. That’s not much time, 
especially when a girl is waiting for a man 
to come and marry her. But—somehow at — 
that moment, when the clock reached the 
hour mark, I suddenly got tired of waiting — 

I knew that it was hopeless. Even jf 
Burt did show up in a few minutes, he’ 
probably have another excuse to postpone _ 
our marriage. Some new crisis of Eya’s 
that he had to take care of before we could 
seek our own happiness. Even if we got 
married as planned, I would have only 
half a husband. half a love. 

Sick despair swept over me as I won 
dered how I could ever share my love with 
another woman. Tina was right. Eva's 
hold over Burt was just too strong. 

I heard someone at my elbow. It wag 
the young man who’d offered me the drink, 
“Any guy who'd stand you up is nuts, 
baby.” he said softly. The next moment 
he walked out the door with his friend. 

Tears suddenly rushed to my eyes, T 
felt like rushing to the phone and trying 
to call Burt. Maybe there was a good rea 
son why he was late. But the next moment 
I angrily brushed away the tears. picked 
up my bag and walked out. I didn’t go 
home because Burt might call and hearing 
his voice would weaken my resolve. g 

It?s better this way. You know it’s bee 
ter this way, I told myself as I walked 
along the street. my bag bumping against — 
my legs. But no matter how often I repeat.” 
ed the words. my heart refused to believe 
them. You’ve got to forget him. 1 said to | 
myself, knowing all the while that you 
can’t just turn love off like a faucet. 

But you can try to understand what love 
is. I reminded myself sternly. It’s not a” 
cure-all; it doesn’t suddenly transform | 
people into what someone else wishes them 
to be. I loved Burt and I was sure he 
loved me. but that didn’t change him from 
what he was—a weak man who could not — 
tear himself away from the woman who 
made him feel strong and important. 

I had no illusions about the future. I 
knew there would be hours when I sat at 
the window waiting for Burt’s familiar fig 
ure to come striding down the street. I 
knew there would be nights when the lone | 
liness would almost smother me like a— 
heavy blanket and my arms would ache to — 
hold him close. But I also knew there 
would come a time when I would forget— © 
maybe not completely—but enough to give ~ 
my love to a man who would need no 
changing. q 

Wearily. I made my way back home 
For some crazy reason. when the door shut” 
behind me. I ran into the bedroom and” 
burst into tears. Through my sobbing, T 
heard the phone ring. I did not answer it. 
Finally. it stopped ringing. 

The stillness of the apartment was ak 
most as deep and restful as the peace that 
gradually stole over my aching heart. 


THE END 





not @ 
sform 
them 
re he 
from 
d not 
who 


ire. I 
sat at 
ar fig- 
eet. I 


. lone 
like a 
che to 

there 
rget— 
to give 
ed no 


home. 
or shut 
m and 











